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TO THE PUBLIC- 

J? OR this new intrufion I fhall offer no other 
apology than your former indulgence. He wlio 
has perufed the two prior volumes, may judge 
pretty nearly what kind of entertainment he is 
to expeft from the third : he cannot be deceived 
a fecond time ; — for, if diflatisfied with thofcy he 
-will not, probably, venture upon //;//. I have 
formerly pleaded for fome allowances ; which I 
flatter myfelf, have been very freely made. Of 
thefe little Poems I now prefume to offer you, 
feveral were written at Sea; whoever has had the 
misfortune to make a long voyage in a crowded 
Clyde Ship, will, I believe, readily acknowledge 
that, even when the mind is much more at eaie 
than mine really was, few fituations (if we except 
a Jail, the Justitia, or a Guineaman with a 
cargo of CoKOMANTEEs) can be worfe calcu- 
lated 



[ vi ] 

lated for Poetical Compofition. Of the others, I 
fliall only obferve, that they have not been penned 
in the foil rude cf a Study ; but fcrawled amidft 
the buftle of a Barrack. J aflc but for thefe the 
fame degree of candour and good nature my 
former hafty productions have experienced, for 
which I fhall ever oonGder myfclf 



THE public's 



moft obliged humble feryant. 



Stoneyhill Barracks,^ 

St Andrew's, I 

V Jamaica, j 

January 22dfnS5' J 
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J. MARJOXCIBANKS. 



ADDENDA*. 

_fiiLil!iH, gpp ■■ I 

EXTEMPORE. 

x^ET Pleafare take me t^ furprize. 
As quickly as the lightning flies ! 
Nor let her once difplay her charm's, 
Until I 'm lock'd within her arms ! 
The worft of plagues that man e'er knew. 
Is Pleafure lingering in his view ; 
When, curfing evVy moment's flay. 
He counts the tedious hours away. 
Before the blifs become his own. 
The fweets of novelty are flown. 
When long expefted, pieafures cloy- 
But fweet's the dear uidook'd for joy ! 

• The foUowing two Poems did not arrive in time to 
be infertcd in their proper place, at the end of the volume. 

^^' TO 
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TO MY MUSE. 
Jamaica^ January^ '^l^S* 

V-/H thou ! who once infpir^d my rhyme, 
In what far region doft thou ftray ? ^ 

Forfaking India's radiant dime. 
In gayer groves thou canfl not play! 

Yet over all their fweets, I own. 

Dull uniformity prefides ; 
No change of feafon here is known. 

But the long year unvaried glides. 

With dear variety you dwell, 

(Not more thy favourite than mine !) 
Imagination loves her well. 

And fancy 's no where elfe fo fine 



Alt 



( « ) 

Ahho' you bate the buftling throng,. 

And love in lonely ftiades to lie ; 
Yet there you only tune your fong, 

'Tis change the fubjeft muft fupply. 

But when beneath a burning fun, 

On lazy couch we liftlcfs loll. 
Imagination is undone. 

And not a Mufe infpires the foul. 

O'er the bleak northern hills you trip. 
With fome foft fighing love-fick fwain j 

The rofy cheek, the pouting lip, 
And fancied angels fill the ftrain. 

Like errant knights, poetic laws 
Decree each tender Bard to love ; 

And his Dulcinea^s kind applaufe 
Is a\\ the prize he longs to prove. 

Vol. III. b Tho' 



( ^ ) 

Tho' if, perhaps, the truth were told. 
It need not make him over vain ; 

More likely flill his heart is cold. 
And ihe the creature of his brain. 

Capricious Mufe, thou once waft kind. 
And ever ready was my fong ; 

But thou art fickle as my mind. 

That keeps nor care, nor paffion long i 

Come, let us form a Heavenly Maid, 
So fair as ne*er was formM before ! 

In her be ev'ry charm difplay'd. 
And all the Graces deck her o*er ! 

In her let all the virtues meet 1 
Be each accomplifliment her own I 

Be fhe fo wife, fo good, fo fweet. 
As never woman yet was known! 



( ^^ ) 

How wondVous fortunate are we, 
Who muftcr in the Mufe's train ! 

Each finds a Fair from foibles free, — 
Which all men elfe may feek in vain. 

A dozen goddeiTes I Ve known. 

In half as many little years ; 
But fince my faithlefs Mufe has flown. 

No goddefs in my eye appears. 

To be fincere, I fometimcs find 

I want fome more fubftantial food.— 

'* Th' exalted foul! the heav'nly mlndr^--^ 
Pho!— give my Fair One flelh and blood ! 
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TO DELIA. 

Fair ley, Ayrjlnre, O^ober 31, 1783. 

ThO^ ftill I breathe the Britifh nir, 
And Delia's dwelling ftill is near. 

Yet what avail, my charming Fair, 
The winds that kindly keep me herei! 

No boundlefs diftance yet divides. 

No furious oceans yet remove. 
Yet could nor winds, nor adverfe tides, • 

Seclude me more from her I love ! 

Vol. IIL A Th 
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In this fequeftfir'd. dvil xetrea^, , 

The world forgets thy hapleis Swain, , 

No friend confdcs my wrctcl^cd fate. 
Or foothes m abfent lover's pain ! 

Still D£LiA looks divinely meek. 
As when upon thofe looks I hung ; 

The rofes ftill ador«i her cheek. 
And fofceft accents grace her tongue. 

But not for me thofe rofes blow. 

Not mine thofe fmiles I held fo dear ; 

And tho' thy words fiill foftly flow. 
The/ never, never reach my ear 1 

My fearful fancy paints iame youth. 
More bleft in fortune and deiert. 

Yet not more rich in love and truths 
Who makes a conqueft^f thy heart ;*-« 



TRIFLES IN VERSE; 3 

For whom thy dear cxpreffive ^s - 
With more than-tifuai^ foftiicfs fliine^ . 

And fpeak hhn gainer of the prize 
I wifh'd^ but dar'd not fancy mine* 

Oh ! happy he ! tbo* Fortune frown^ 

However diftantly he roves. 
Who knows the generous heart bis own 

Of her his ibul (incerely loves ! 

No filken couch, no bed of down. 

Invites thy wanderer to reft. 
Yet on the truckle bed I 've known 

Delights that fptendor ne'er poflefs'd : 

Bewitching dreams my cares beguile. 

No favour^ rivals there I find. 
Now Fortune feems at laft to fmile. 

And (far more ples^mg!) Delia 'skindi 

A a TO 



4 TftilFLES IN VERSE. 

« • • 

to DELICACY. 

Skip Jamatcay at Sea, Nov. 12. 178J. 

vJh Delicacy I dear delightful maiJ, ... 

In pureft robes of heav^ily white arrayed I ' 

Who give meek Charity a fofter grace, 
And lend new beauties to the faireft face ; 
'Who place true Virtue in the brightelt view. 
And fliew her lliadow where flie never grew j 
Who teach the plaineft features to entice. 
And leffen the deformity of vice ; 
W hofe prefence fandlifies the ftolen joy, j 

And hinders nuptial hapj/inefs to cloy ; 
Who watch with unabating zeal and care 
-1'he flightcft adions of the Briuih Fair; 
And ftill attend, embelUfh, and approve 
The ev'ry motion of the Maid I love; 
Wlio from its native ruggednefs refine 
* A heart that loves fo tenderly as mine ! 

Beloved 



TRIFLES IN VEiRBE. 5 

Beloved goddefs ! nbne could ever kneel 
Before thine altar with more fervent zeal ; 
But Fate ha-, fent thy votary to sea, — 
A boift'rous element unknown to thee; 
And now compels nie to forget, a while,* 
Thy modeft manner, and thy winning fiiiile; 
Yet will I ftill my deity adore. 
If ever Fortune fend me fafe afliore! 

WRITTEN IN THE SHIP JAMAICA. 

y^t Sea, November 25. 1783, 

J. HE verfe, where tempefts rage, and billows 
The Bard in fafety niay coinpofe afhore; [roar, 
Snug by his parlour fire he (its at eafe. 
And rhymes of bluil'ring winds, and ftormy fcas ; 
In lofty numbers bids the thunders roll. 
And fwelling furges fink the feaman's foul ; 
In more pathetic, ilrains he may relate 
The fliipwf eck's horrors, and the wretch's fate ; 

He 
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He makes t|ic orphan grieve, the widow weep,— 
Then calmly takes a comfortable fleep. 



But were the pompous Poet doomM,4ike me. 
In fober fadnefs to traverfe the fea ; 
No more he 'd verfify the winds and waves, * 
The rocks, the quickfands, and the wat'ry graves. 
The veCl'l rolls, the flools and tables tumble. 
And all the Poet's brains are in a jumble ; 
Struck with the mafter's roar, the boatfwain's 
He fears a furious tempefl in the fquall; [bawl; 
He trembles at the furling of a fail. 
And dire deftniAion rides in ev^ry gale ; 
His ftomach *s fqueamifli, head as light 's a fea- 
In (hort, he 's quite be-devil'd altogether, [the'r, — 
For this difeafe the Mufe fupplies no phyGc, 
She *s either fulky, vapour i(h, or fea-fick. 
Should he contrive to tag two lines together, 
Slapdafh! one wave would fend them Lord knows 
whither. 

From 
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From whence this. fiiiTple inference miift follow. 
That Neptune *s ftifl at variance with Apollo. 

Yet, Aall we fiud the little God of Love 
Where the great God of Love durft never rove; 
The flood lias quench'd roy dull poetic fires. 
No verfe delights me, and no Mufe infpires ; 
But love*s pure flames each hour more ardent 
And Delia 's dearer cvVy league I go. [glow, 

. TO MY FELLOW PASSENGERS 

IN THE JAMAICA. 

Jt Sea, November 29. 1783. 

JL O cards, to dice, to drafts you fly. 

To kill tlie tedious day; 
And cv'ry little art you try. 
To drive dull thought away. 



To 
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To mc how \^clcome is tlie gueft 

You thus unkindly flight ! 
Her prefence foothes my aching breaft, 

And fills it with delight. 

To former (ccnes of joy or pain 
My thoughts for ever foar ; 

The days of blifs I lead again, — 
And fweet 's the ill that 's o'er ! 

Again^ in early youth, I prove 

A mother's tender care ; 
Again the faithful friends 1 love 

My pains and pleafures fliare. 

Again my heart delights to melt 
In ev'ry foxid adieu ; 

Again renews each joy I 've felt- 
Alas! thofe joys were few J 



He 



TRffLES IN VITRSE. 

How poor your trivial fports appear^ 

To what my foul CDjoys! 
I trace each feature of my dear. 

And hear her charming voice. 

Each tender word that e'er fhe fpokc 

Still vibrates on riiy a:r ; 
Each gracious fmile, each winning look^ 

More plealing dill appear. 

Tho* on the ocean now I roll. 

And many a wave divide. 
Yet, deareft Delia, ftiH my (bul 

Shall haunt thy Tiviot's fide ! 

Vol. III. B "WRIT 



lo TRIFLES IN VERSE. 

WRITTEN IN THE JAMAICA. 
At Sea^ December 2. 1783. 

J. N tedious abfence doom'd to ftray- 

Acrofs the ftormy deep. 
How liftlefs is the livelong day ! 

How dull does ev'ning creep ! 

In ev'ry ftate, in ev'ry clime, 

How poorly life *s enjoy'd! 
I hope not here to ufe my ^ime, 

I wifli it but deftroy^di 

When Fortune in my path had ftrewM 
Some fweet, but fhort-liv'd flowVs, 

And Delia's lovely fmiles beftow'd 
A few delightful hours ; 

Amidd 
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Amidft the fccne of budding joys 

Rcfl^aion would Snvide,* ' , 
And bid me, with a fcreech-owPs voice, 

Forfake the beauteous Maid. 

" Ah J fport of Fortune ! why indulge 

" The fond, but hopelefs flame ? 
'^ Ah ! let nor lips, nor looks divulge 

'* Thy bold, ungen'rous aim ! 

" Did Heav'ji permit thee, am'rous boy, 

" Thy fondeft wiih to prove, 
" (What thou, perhaps, may ne'er enjoy) • 

'^ The fvveets of mutual love; 

** The blifsful moments could not lafl*, 
*' Nor couldft thou. Soldier, ftay ; * * 

" The dreaded hour approaches faft, 
^' That calls thee far away ! 

B 2 '^ Ah! 
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" Ah ! woiddft thou wifli the partiug tear 

'' To dim that radiant eye I 
*^ Or doom the heart thou hold*(l fo dear^ 

'* Li abfence long to (igh V^ 

Be mine alone the heart-felt woe. 

My tongue muft iK>t exprefs ! 
But let my dcareft never know 

One moment of dillrefs ! 

Yet flill let hop6 my griefs beguile, 

{How falfe foe'cr it be) 
To fee once more my native ifle, 

And find' ray Delia free I 
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TO DELIA. 

At Stay December (}. 1783. 

W HTLE, the joy and the pride of the plain. 

By the fide of the Tiviot you ftray, 
Do you e'er caft a thought on the fwain 
From whofe thoughts you are never away? 

While at noon-day you ramble the wood. 
Where your Poet delighted to roam. 

Was ever my Delia fo good 
As to wifh her poor wand'rer at home ? 

When the thunders tremenduoufly roll. 
And the wind ruftles loud thro' the tree. 

Deft thou e'er, thou dear Queen of my foul. 
Feel a fear for thy lover at fea I 

Didft 
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Didft thou a(k the dire tempeft to fpare, 
And forbid the big billows to roar ? 

Or didft thou e'er whifper a prayer. 
To fend me in fafety a/hbre ? 

But if pity created the tear, 

And taught the calm figh to arifc ; 

Or if friendihip fliould diftate the pray V,— 
Thcfe are not the tokens I prize ! * 

Thefe are but the wilhes that flow 
From a natural foftnefs of mind; — 

To thy love ev'ry bleffing I 'd owe,— 
Or thy wilhes were cruelly kind ! 

♦ This is a palpable contradiAion of my ientimer 
the preceding poem; but this inconfiftency is, perl 
not unnaturaL It occurs often in my writings, whicl 
not formed on any regular fyftem, but are dilated n 
ly by the feelings of the moment. 
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What joy could my heart ever have 
Tn fo cold a requital from thee ? , 

Then, 'twere fruitlefs, dear Delia, to fave 
A life fo infipid to me ! 

Indifferent to pleafure or pain. 

The far diftant defert I 'd tread ; 
Or unbleft might I wander again. 

On the once-pleafant banks of the f weed ! 

WRITTEN IJM THE JAMAICA*. 

At SeUy December 15. 1783. 

JriERE are Painters, whole works are fo vivid 

and bold, . 

You might fwear they were ready to fpeak ; 

Our Muficians might vie with fweet Orpheus of 

old. 

And our Bards with the Roman, or Greek. 

• Publiflied in the Jamaica Gazette of the 17th of Ja- 
Buary, 1784« 

But 
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But nor painting, nor poetry yield us relief* 

No rau(ic can foften our woes ! 
Too ferious, alas! is the caur^ of our grief — 

Our Gro6 is aimed at a clofcl 

M- 

Oh Grog ! thou true fource of poetical fire J * 

At lead the fole Mufe of the fca ! 
From hence half its magic does tnufic acquire^ 

And the pencil ^s cmbolden'd by thee ! 

But when thou no longer enliven'ft our hcartss^ 

Mufic, painting, and poetry pall ; 
Thou giv'ft double relifh to each of the arts^ 

And without thee, a fig for them all I 

TO 
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TO DELIA. 

At Sea, Decemberl^i. 1783-, 

'Midst fultry calms, and furgelefs feas, 

While others fervently implore 
The roIUng waves and friendly breeze. 

To fend them to their deftin'd fhore ; 

No wilh invades my faithful breaft, 
(Or faintly flows the feeble prayer) 

To vifit regions fo unbleft— . 
For ah!. my Delia is not there! 

From other fources flows my pain • 
My heart far difF^rent wiftes fill; 

I long to turn to thee again, — 
And not to leave ihee further ffill! 

Vol. Ill c TO 
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TO A FRIEND. 

At Sea, December 24. 1783. 

W ERE ever minutes fo unkind, 

Tho' void of prpfent joy, 
The faithful lover could not find 

A method to employ ? 

Repeat again the mdting ftrain. 

Each ardent oath renew, 
And let each dear delightful fccne 

Arife in fond review I 

Each fmile that, feeming to approve, 
Had fannM the youthful flame ; 

Each look you fancy'd fraught with love, 
tach word that kind]y came ! 



TRIFLES IN VERSE. rp 

Tims fhall the dear ideas finooth 

The wand'i*ing lover's way, 
And all his forrows foftly foothe, 

Where-e'er he 's doom'd to ftray. 

Amus'd b/ thefc, the vacant hour 

On rapid wings fhall move— . 
Elfe has thy heart ne'er felt the powV 

Of pure exalted lave. 

To me no hour infipid fceins, 

^Qwfad foe'er it bey— 
My Delia haunts my waking drcanit 

Alike by land and fea» 



C 2 TO 
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jro A FLYrNG^FlSH, * 

CAUGHT «N THE JAMAICA'S CABBInAVImI) 

jit Sea, December 26. 1783/ 

Ah ! moft diftinguifhM ChUd of Wotfs 

Of all the fcaly brood I 
Alike the prey of feathcrM foes, 

And monfters of the flood ! 

Had Nature, in a fatal hour 

Indulgent to thy pride. 
Ne'er granted thy amphibious pow'r 

To quit thy native tide ; 

If deep in waves you wantoned ftill. 

And knew no region more. 
Then had you met no murd'ring bill, 

To feizryou as you foar. 
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But hoAile flill alike you find 

Each element you try ; 
peflrp^oD waits your beJplefs kindj 

Or when they fwini, or fly. 

But when thou fledd'fl the finny race^ 

And eager bird of prey. 
Was this, miftaken Wretch! a place 

Where thou could'ft fafely (h-ay ? 

The fiercefl tyrant of the deeps, 

The keeheft bird of prey. 
Their hunger quenched, their fury fleeps,-— 

But Man deflroys in play ! 



WRIT- 
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WRITTEN IN THE JAMAICA 
'At Sea, December 27. 1783. 

JLiONG on boundlefs billows bore. 

All our prolpefl: fea and fkies. 
Let, oh Heaven ! forae friendly fhore 

Greet at laft our longing eyes I 

Tho' no herbage deck the mead. 

And no tree adorn tlie hill ; 
Tho' no playful lambkins feed, 

And no limpid waters rill ; 

Tho' no fcather'd warbler's lay 

Carrol thro' the lonely ifle ; 
Tho* no loves e'er frolic gay. 

And no graces ever fmile ; 
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Tho' with fuch a fparing band 



Nature blefs the barren foil, 

It the welcome fight of land t 

Soothes the weary feaman's toil ♦. 



TO THE FOWLS 

IN THE HEN-COOP. 

Jt Sea, December 31. J 783. 



#Ah! 



wretched creatures ! doom'd no more 
Sweet liberty to tafte ; 
Nor from the barn's abiHidant ftore 
To take your rich repaft ! 



• The firfl: land wc expertcd to make was the dcfcrt 
ifland of Defeada.— This evening we made Guadaloupe, 
Antigua, Montferrat, ccc. and next morning Nevis, St. 
Ghriftophei's, St. Euflutia, &c. 

No 
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No more on flowVy banks to feed, 

Nor fip the cryftal rill ; 
Farewell the orchard, lawn, or mead, 

You lov'd to wander ftill! 

JNo more to climb the verdant hill. 
Or cull the grafs-grown wood ; 

But at the carelefs feaboy*s will 
To peck your fcanty food 1 

No more from early dawn to roam 

With unimpair'd delight. 
And find the well-known rood at home. 

To pafs the peaceful night ! 

Since no ambition e*cr allur'd 
Your fmiple hearts to range. 

In blififul ignorance fecur*d 
Froai ev'ry wifli to change; 



Tho* man, to avarice a (Jave, 

To cv'ry region flew. 
Yet why iho\rf4 you be fore*d to brav6 

An element fo new ? 

Before to-morj'ow^^ fiHi fhall fet, 
Perhaps the inucd'f ing knife 
' May take what little 's left you yet, 
The poor remains of !ife! 

But while within the. narrow c^ge 

Thus cruelly confin'd, 
Ah ! think not man exhaufts his r^geJ 

Upon your humble kind I 

Foi^many a wretch of human race 

Have human pa (lions made ! — 
The thirft of gain can fpare no plac^ 

for pity to invade I 

Vol. III. D Wliat 
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What joy the confcioufncfs would yield. 
While now you hopelefs pine,. 

That human wretches dig the field. 
And labour in the mine ! 

Or could you view the foetid cell. 

Where legal captives lie; — 
There, for the want of gold, they dwell,- 

Or for its fake they die ! 

Ah ! why has induftry explored 

The deepeft womb of earth. 
To plague alike the world's proud lord, 

'And all of humbler birth ? 



WRI 
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WRITTEN AT SEA, 

WITHIN SIGHT OF HISPANIOLA*. 

January 2. 1784. 

Mingled with the clouds and (kies. 

When the mountains firft appear^ 
See our wild tranfported eyes 

Speak by turns our Jiope and fear ! 

Now we plainly can perceive 

Rocks and hills in diftant view; 
Now we fcarcely dare believe 

What we 'd fondly fancy true. 

When in doubt no longer loft. 

All is obvious to the fight. 
How we gaze upon the coaft 

With unfpcakable delight ! 

• Publiihed in the Jamaica Gazette, January lO. 1 784. 
D 2 AUl 
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Ah! how exquifite the pleafure! — 
Ev'ry fear and danger o'er ! — 

When no more the way wc meafure. 
But in fafety tread the fhore ! 

Ah ! what verdure crowns the mountain ! 

Ah ! what foliage decks the wood ! 
Ah ! how fweetly flows the fountain ! 

When we firft efcape the flood J 

All the fragrance of the rofe. 
All the beauties of the plain. 

Only half their fwcets difclofe, 
tire we wander o'er the main. 



TRIFLES IN VERSE. 29 

TO MYSELF. 
At SeUy offjamaicay January 4. 1784. 

ixT laft the wifh*d-for coaft is near. 

The tedious voyage o'er ! 
But what attachments haft thou here 

To hail thee to the ihore ? 

Alas I no long-expecling fire 

Shall blefs his much-lov'd boy ! 
. Nor (hall the tender fcene infpire 
A mother's heart with joy ! 

No friend with wide extended anns 

Shall clafp thee to his bread! 
Nor in the virgin^s ripen'd charms 

Thy faithful love be blef&Ml 

Ahl 
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Ah ! where the rapture-painted cheek. 

The love-delighted eye, 
That in femphatic lilence fpeak 

The blifs for words too high? 

No well-known wood, no favVite rill. 
From old acquaintance dear, 

In fpire of abfence valuM (lill. 
As long-loft friends appear ! 

No darling fcene that calls to mind 
TTie hour exempt from care ; 

No dear companions Ihalt thou find. 
Each paftime wont to ihare ! 

To thee how defolate the fhore 
Where no foft tie invites ! — 

But let thy fanguine heart once more 
Anticipate delights I 



I 



TRIFLES IN VEItSE. 31 



1 



Again pourtray the Britifli Ifle 
Within thy eager view ! 

Again reftore thy Delia's fmile. 
And friends for ever true ! 



EXTEMPORE. 
To^Mr 



On his Jfjooting at a bird, called a Booby. 

xTLH ! wouldft thon wi(h, for paftime, or for food, 
Toflied, rafh fratricide! tiiy kindred blood? 
Nor Bear, nor Tyger, preys upon a brother ; — 
Why fliould one Booby, then, deftroy .another? 



TEiE 
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THE FALLIBILITY OF OI^INIONfe 

FORMED OF MEN's ABILITIES AT FIRST SIGI 

What falfe ideas hafty fancy draws! 
What grouiidlefs cenfure I whatabfurdapplau 
The moll judicious often Nvidely ftrays. 
Whene'er too ready or to bl.'ime, or praife. 
Egregious folly, or ftupenduous wit, 
Are furcly no way difBcult to hit ; 
Yet, judging from a fuperficial view, 
We often mirgle and nijflake the two. 
In place of genius, oft have we admir'd, 
Tl)e eafy air in camps and courts acquir^ : 
His felf-iniportance, and exterior fhew, 
Procure attention to the town-bred beau ; 
So firm his lock, fo glibly runs his tongue, 
He *s ever planfible, tlio' often wrong. 
Variety, and frequent change of fcenc. 
Give new ideas to the duUeft brain; 

Faftiti 
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Faflitious wit in ready Inngiiage flows,— 
Ad art which knowledge of the world bcflows ; 
But furely purchased at no eafy price. 
Since taught raoft truly in the fchools of vice* 
He whb hds frolickM oft, or wander'd far. 
Or trode the bufy, chequered paths of war,, 
Not only finds frefli fubjeJl of difcourfe. 
But fpeaks with greater confidence and force ; • 
A thoufand incidents he hears and fees, 
I^ well related, always fure to pleafe \ 
To the fame fource *tis natural to trace. 
The art of telling them with proper gr^ce. 
The various charafters he nauft have known, 
Would repder him acceptable, alone ; 
Fools and exrravagants a funri afford 
For entertajnment at the feftive board ; 
And wit which in a foreign foil has grown, 
He ufes as the produft of his own ; 
His backney'd heart no palpitations feize. 
But amidft crowds he fpeaks and ads with eafe. 
Vol. liL E Thk 



34 TRIFLES m.VEIlSE. 

Thi; Man of Science, cramp'df by rigid ru 
And all the (tiff Ibrmality of fchools. 
Long to a college difcipline coofitfd, 
And ifaranger to the manners of i^aaridnd^ 
If from his ftody he attempt to ftray. 
And mingle with the forward and the gaj^ 
So ill their fubjefb his ideas fuit^ 
He joins with diffidence, or (its a mute; 
The converfation diffolnte and frec^ 
The lively chat, the ready repartee. 
So ill adapted to fcholaftic'e&rs. 
With fhame, confuTion, and contempt be hea 
But fhould he^ c(»iiciou$ of interior worthy 
In converfatiofi dare to venture forth. 
To learn'd authorities he Hies foraid^ 
And fyfiematically would perfuade; 
While fomebold blockhead, wjtfa unblufhirigchi 
His words ftill ready, tho' his reafons nvtdk, 

Attcn 
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Attempts not. to confute, but to confound. 
And drowns. his \^ant of argument in found ; 
His aukward manner, and his fault'ring voice, 
O'crpow'ry by bleft eflfrontery ind noife. 
The Wibful fcholar finds his learning y^iT\, 
And (brinks to infignificance again. 
Or ibould be try to imitate, a while. 
The buckijh manners, fentiments, and fiile ; 
He wear$ fo clumfily his borrow*d plumes. 
So forced the mirth and humour he alTumes, 
That all may fee how ill his follies fit, 
.Yet iDeirer once fiifppd him for a wit^ 

T0VS, flipuld we ra(bly judge of them at once, 
Geni|]$ iwiy le^m a booby and a dunce; 
While pert afluming ignorance may flime, 
Aiid gain applavife from wi&r hea4s than mine* 

E 2 iX- 
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"extempore 

•to Mr r— — 



Y. 



OU fwear that Jackey *s a good hUmoi 
creature — 
With fools mere folly paffes for good nature 



To Mr 



AN WOULD-BE WIT. 

1 HE flighteft wound inflidts the keened fm 
And rankles deeply in the wretch's heart ; 
The forry jeft, which in forae happier hour; 
To raife refentment had poffefs'd no pow'r, 
-Whofe filly fentimcnt, and vulgar ftile, 
Had but extorted a contemptuous fuiile. 
While under Melancholy's pow'r I pine, 
C,an hurt me — even when fo low as thine. 



But while in fullen filence I fubmic, 
Afcribe not all 4ie ^triumph to thy wit;-JU 
Were other circumftances as they ought, 
Twcre never honour'd with a fecond thought. 



To Mr 



A COXCOMB. 

v/UR wags at laft mufl: tacitly admit 

That Folly *s no bad antidote to Wit; 

In vain at thee their ridicule they aim, 

Wiofe cheek has never own'd the fenfe of fhaoie; 

Nor plain reproof, nor irony of praife. 

In thee the leafl uneaQnefs can raife; 

The-lhafts of farire innocendy fall;-^ 

Secure in ignorance, thou fcorn'ft them all:-— 

For fatire 's furely a moft harmlefs thing, 

To him who never could perceive its fting. 

TQ 



TO LrlSUTENANT H'i iM . - .,,. >^ . 

IF thpre fs on esrth a bli& thai n(»v^ clog^^^ 
Is not beneficence that firft of joys? 
Say, (for thou haft the happinefs to know) 
How fweet to mitigate a brother^s woe J 
To bind his grateful heart, a willing (lave, 
In ties ftHl ftronger than what nature gav(^l 
Oh J blifsfnl union, I can never prove, . 
Where friendfliip dignifies fraternal Igye! 
But ah ! how much more exquifltcly bkft^ . 
To foot!) the anguifli of a parent's brea(tl 
To bid the frowns of adverfe fortune ceafe. 
And pour upon him competence and peace ^ 
To fee the hoary father^s languid eye 
Again enlivened with paternal joy ! 
To teach the tear of happinefs to feek 
The reverend furrows of the mother's cheek 

I 
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How Aveet to gratify, with filiaf ckre, 
Each waiic><eftch wiib^ tlieir (lighteft looks declare ! 
|Loog may'ft thou cxercife the pious ufki-^ 
The hig^ieft pleafnr^ fuch a heart can aflc.— - 
I ^^ ni*y ^ftc foqd ptrentri pray^ arifc. 
Which ftill nmft meet aoceptanee in the jQcies \ . 
AtKlio'tiiy^nertt^ and their prayVs be given, 
£ach bleiling ever tafied under Heaven*! 

BdtM of one pirem has n^ youth bereft. 
Yet Hear'n was boonoeotis in the one he left! 
Ah! tfould tbc gods beftow the pow'r on me. 
In afts of duty but to copy thee ! 
How truly pleafing would the talk appear. 
Prom the dear Mridow's eyes to wipe each mourn* 
fill tear. 



/ 
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tf 



A SOLITARY PVENIXG MEDITATMM 

XJkHl wTjy does nature cruelly impart 

A fenfibility acutely fine, 
A haughty fpirit, and a feeling heart, 

That fuit fo ill an adverfe fate like mine? 

Or why has fortune rigidly denied 
Bleft independence?— truly precious dow'r !• 

Whate'er could gratify a gtnVous pride. 
Or fcreep me from the infolence of pow'r? 

If diftppointment muft purfue me ftill. 
And fortune ever bbftinately frown; 

If I muft fuflfer ev'ry kind of ill. 

That e'er unhappy wanderer has known ; 



Tl 
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Then take, kiod Hcav'n ! this painful ptide away, 

And MtmttMs fcnfibility of foul? 
Grant but the drowfy night and carelefs day 

In peaceful infipidity to roll ! 

I afic no lively ecftacies of joy,— . 

For hqpe has ccas'd to flatter and betray I—- 
Let trembling tendernefs no more annoy^ 

Content I M doze my liftlcfs life away I 



V04, III. t 
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TO^TH^ SAGACIOUS AND CANDIP 

AUTHOR OF THE,CRITICIS 

ON THE VERSES WRITTEN AT L AMI 
IN ARRAN, OCTOBER 3, IjS^''^. 

Jamaica^ January 25. 1784. 
[PublUhed in the Jamaica Gazette, J^uaiy 2{ 

JDUT little praftisM in fatiric drain, 
JVIy Mufe ne'er prided in inflidi»g pain ; 
Oft has flie piftnr'd, in the ruftic grove. 
The tear of pity, and the fmile of love ; 



See Verfes Written at Laml ash, Vol.' II. 
168, which, having ^und their way into the Ji 
Gazette of January 2 1 ft, drew upon me, in the Gi 
of the 24th, the following Attack. 

To Mr J. M— RJ S, 

AUTHOR OF THE VERSES, &:c. 

SWEET Child in Verfe, tind Boy in Love, 
Join Arran's ever ruftic throng; 

There will the fcenes for ever pro\'c 
Well fuited to thy frigid fong. 
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With cvVy foft emotion apt to glow, 
She fhar'tf each friend's delight, and wept his woe. 
Lightly flje trode her native banks 'of Tweed, 
And cull'd each flow'r that bloflbm'd on the mead ; 

At 

If there content alone was found, 

What horrid phrenzy drove thee here I 
Why leave the genius of the ground ? 

You ihonld be whipped for ev'ry tear. 
Then fly, fweet Bard, from learning's fchools, 

They 'U make thy verfef ul wit unfound ; 
Enjoy at eaie her native fools, 

Make one with ignorance profound. 
'Twas cruel in the mountains bleak, 
• To let ambition fend thee here ; 
No, you fliould there for ever feck 

Your native clay-cold Dear, 
Whofe froft-hit lips, and ruddy cheeks, 

Not fit for love till twenty five ; 
The vivid blood then youthful breaks, 

She finds herfelf begin to live. 
Tell him they 're loft to foft defire. 

Till half the beft of life is run : 
How ihould he judge of love's fierce fire, 

Bom with the Children of the Sun. 

F a Yes, 
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At morn ftje'^d^^lipib ,tl^e .gfiO^l/'^ftiJtiflJ^W 
At noon reclinci her by the loneljf itti^ iv: 
But in the gayeft hour flie ever knew. 
Still to humanity her heart was trwr; •. 

Yes, vre believe you madly fti»ay*d, 

But not from any richer foils ; 
And why affront each blooming maid 

That* grace thefe happy Weftem Ifles? 
And Aire h«j muft be more fmcere. 

Who from his beauteous charmer ftraysy 
Than him who, conftant to his dear. 

Thro* life ItiU counts his happy days. 
And yet a r^foi^'may be found. 

That ma'kes the matter very clear ; 
You wifely left that barren groond. 

To feek a little fortune here." 
'We (hould condemn, could we believe, 

A madnefs ne'er. infedHng you : 
What pity that you cann*t deceive, 

To judge of pangs we never knew. 
Then, gentle yoiith, return agaii?, 

A fight at Arran very rave; 
And melt her fnows with your hot pain, 

Cqnfign'd to poverty and care. 

A C-^R— E— O-ri 



>*>ia%iittJfiBns' W6nt lier Wife to &^^ 
dam bl^ant; inofFehfive" ftHl; ' 

i Arran*s coaft, a vieftem clime to inc, 
by a mandate of the wind and fca, 
le (Irange fhore a heart that ne*er could feign, 
'd forth its forrows in an artlefs drain ! 
«rhile I prai$M the Maid i left behind, 
3e tlie faireft of her lovely kind, 
could I dreani to be mifunderfloocl, 
ijure Beauties far acrofs the flood? 
to degrade a foil I never trode ? 
unoffending, fear the critic's rod ? 

COKEFUL of fpleen, but deftitute of /kill, 
lin you brandifh your malignant quill ; 
unprovok*d, you aim a deadly fting, 
nping verfe you innocently ling ; 
lin you dip ^em o'er and o*er with gall, 
• ifhafts, recoiling, impotently fall. 

Whate'£R. 
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Whatever the motive was yciu think fo cte 
I ne'er had roam 'il in queft of learnirrg here; 
For iicvtT was it underftood before. 
She fix*d her empire on this Indian fhore. 
From the mild land of liberty I came, 
Where poets only dread the want of fame; 
Ko ivkipSy nor fcourges, curb the irtt and bra\ 
Who fccrn to flile a human hdx\g Jlave I 
Blefl realm ! where freedom gladdens ev'ry fp 
The prince's palace, and the peafant's cot! 
Where from the great the mean may claim redri 
And petty tyrants dare not to opprefs! 
Our fair, indeed, no fultry funlliine warms, 
l^vlo wly they reach, but long retain their charms!- 
Say, is the length of infancy too dear, 
For yputh that flourifhes thro' many a year?' 
Yet not to Britain beauty is confined ; 
Each clime produces its peculiar kind ; - 
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The fjir, the blnck, the yellow, or the brown. 

Each region happily prefers its own.— 

^Vc in onr choice for ever fondly feek 

The lip of ruby, and the rofy cheek.— 

Oh beft of bleffings ! ill exchaiig'd for wealth ! 

Still give my love the crimfon glow of healtli ! 

, Child or the Sun! — ah no! thy frigid foul 
Seems, from thy verfe, a native of the pole. 
The fqoty race that fcorch on Afric's coaft. 
Or the wild Carribb, fuch defcent may boaft ; 
JBitt thou! tranfplanted from fome colder zone, 
Dar'ft thou aiTume this lineage as thine own? 
Perhaps I wrong thee, tho' ! — thy mongrel brood 
May fliew fome tiufture of the negro blood ; 
But in thy verfe tho' fucb a mixture run. 
Thou art at beft, a Bajlard of the Sun; 
Whatever name he take, or trade he follow, 
He furely ne^er begot thee as Apollo ! 

With 
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With all the malice of thy motley tribe, 

A poor, iniipid, del^icable fcribe, 

Wbofe narrow mind takes iii one clafs alonif, 

And fcorns aU country *s natives but thine own^ 

Thou fcrawPft (fad fymptom of a fterile brain!] 

The hackneyed fubjeft of each witling's ftrain,— 

May Scotia, ever temperate and free, 

^nd all her foes contemptible like thae! 

Could I their proper puniihment aiTign, 

I 'd curfe each caitiff with a Mofe like thine. 



11^0 
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TO THE 

AUTHOR OF THE VERSES 

(si6»£d) an englishwoman •. 

February 8- 1784. 

[PnUiflicd in the Jamaica Gazette, Feb. I4« 1 784.] 

JLjIKE thine, fair Bard, my tender Mule 

Delights in themes of love : 

Nor would fhe e'er unwifely chufe 

In rougher paths to rove. 

Id 

• Ifl the Jamaica Gazette of February ytb, there appear- 
ed the followitig Addrefs to the Author of the Verfe* 
written at the Me of Arran. 

WHILST with fttch cafe thy numbers f^o^r, 

Dear Scotik^s Bard keep on the ftrain ; 
Thy Mnfe can make onr bofonu glow, 

And well dcfcribe a fever'tf pain. 
Stili think thy love the brighteft fair, 

TbtfiWeSaam Maids admit the claim ; 
No enviou« paflion gives them care, 

She 's handfome, they are too the fame- 
Child of the Sunt, I pray be cool. 

Nor let thy paflion -foar too high j 
t To Creoie. 

Vol.. m. O V 
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In artlefs numbet-S flill Pd fereatbe. ; 

The tale devoid of guile ; 
And lightly pme the hurel wreath. 

Compared to Delia's fnfiile/ 

Ko rancour did my verfe exprefs. 

No fpleen my heart annoy ; 
I *d foftly footh each friend's diftrefs. 

And fhare in all his joy. 

In love the Poet has no rulci 

The fubjea wafts bim to the iky; 
Moft wrongly done to vex thy foul, 

Inve^ves fuit not men of fenfe : 
Who can the wUl of Heav'n control. 

And J— s but chides in felf-defence« 
But hufli ! be calm, this once agree : 

Each praife the maid they moft approve. 
And let th^ impartial pnbUc fee 

Which fwceteft fuigs the notes of loyc. 
Gay Oiall his head with wreaths be crown'd. 

Each faithful lover give 1dm praife ; V ' 
The fair (hall fpread his fame around. 

And Phcebus deck him o'er with bays. 

AN ENGLISHWOW 
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Butdidmalidomfcea provokp,.,,,,,,^ .1 * j . : 
A feeling quick and firong^ , , ... .^ , 

Fcrth in a blt^e my pailion brQke^<-r<-, p . , 
But never triumphed longi 

At once each fpork of anger flew. 

My heart had felt to glow,— 
Id k>ve and friendfhip ever true, 

But fickle as a foe*. . 

The Critic*s unprovok'd abufe 

No more employed my thought, 
But was, ere you proclaim'd a truce. 

Forgiven,— and forgot. 

I boaft, mild Poet^fs, no ikill 

To charm the ravifliM ear ; 
My numbers flow unftudied flill. 

Still (imple and fuicere* 

G 2 In 
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In fwectcf verfe, by nicer art. 

Be other loves difplay'd! 
No Bard e'er ownM k truer heart, ' 

Or fung a fairer Maid. 

By nj« unhurt, the hoftile fwain, ^ ' J 

The critical Creole, 
If c^er he feel a lover's pain, ;; 1 

May warble forth his foul. i ■ 

Bot did I think my verfe fo ill, . :: r 

To vie with fuch a fkain, 
I W d ^n my Mufe, I'd burn my Quill> • 

And never rliyme again*. '• 

"^ In the Gazette of February nth, there appeared 2 
verv rudo anfwer from the Ckeols to the Enoli^h- 
WOMAN, who replied to him in profe in the neoit^pa 
per ; at the fame time Ihe was pleafcd to infcrt a poc 
tjcal panecyjic on me ; in return to which I publjflicc 
in the Gaaotte of February a8Wi> the fblltfrving^ Itrtes 
the firil ejght of them are borrowed- from VtA n 
Fagc ^6: Lq^TE pii£fejik;s& t^ r&ME". ■ ■ ••■'■ 

T< 
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REFLECTIONS , 

IN THE WOODS NEAR. STONEYHILL BAR- 

RACKS, ST ANDREW'S, JAMAICA. 
[Pablilhed in the Jaoxaica Gazette, March 6. 1 784.] 

1 HE mountains ting'd with many a dye. 

The fweec fcqneftcr'd dell. 
Yield all that 's pleating to the eye. 

Or grateful to the finell. 

TO THE ENGLISHWOMAN. 

THE approbation of the fair and wife, 

Of tafte and fenfibility,! prize ; 

I mind no Critics, nor their rules of art, 

If I tdin pleafe and touch the tender heart. 

If o'er my woes the man of fef ling figb, 
;•; Qr beauty read them with a melting eye,-— 

By fuch applaufe my heart were more confol'd 

Than if ten thouiand pedants had extoll'd. 

Whoever ccnfure or approve my lays, 
' I (hall be happy to d^fenre thy praife. 

I. AuND.as good nature taught thy vcrfc to flow, 
.j;,fng QA thy, cheek majr health and beauty glow { 
ij yrhjlc^baggara looks, and eyts that wildly roll, 
Still fpeak the ipalkc itf the (ickly foui 

or A 
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A thoufand bloflbms fcent ttie air. 

To botanift unknown ; 
The groves eternal foliage wcar^ 

And fruits they yield alone. 

So g?y each landfcapc we behold, 

So pifturefque, fo new, 
That whatfoever fiftion told 

Seems realiz'd to view. 

The richeft, moft romantic fceiies 

E'er fruitful fancy drew. 
In fairy realms, or magic rergns, 

Seem now but barely true. 

New life the pencil muft acquire 
Thefe beauteous wilds to trace ; 

And here the Mufes muft infptre 
A new defcriptive grace. 



^• 
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Where genial Nature feems to fmile 

In everlafling rpring^ 
Amoogft thy fweets, delightful ille. 

Say, lurks there any (ting ? 

Alas! beneath thy treach'rous charms 

The felleft poifon 's hid ; 
Thy ev'ry beauty's big with harms, 

To ftrike the wanderer dead ! 

Deftruftive hurricanes o'erpowV 

The careful planter's toil ; 
And earthquakes greedily devour, 

Thy rich luxuriant foU ! 

Thy faireft (brubs, thy gayeft trees, 

A deadly harveft bear ; 
And vapours, pregnant with difcafe, 

Infeft thy fragrant air ! 

And 
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And^ fay ! wbofe labour helps to re^r 
The ricbeft fruits you yield?—. 

The (Uvc who never hopes to Ihare 
The produce of ihc field ! . 

On Britain's cold, ioconftant clime^ 

No fultry futnmer glows ; 
Her natives, more than half their time, 

Muft wade thro*^ wint^ry fnows. 

The froft congeals the limpid flood, 
And nips the flicrt-livM flow'r ;— 

All nature feenis in mournful mood. 
To feel the baneful pow'r. 

How bare the lawn> bow bleak the hiUl 
No herbage decks the mead ! 

The wood is ftripp'd, the waters ftill. 
And vegetation dead I 



B< 
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ut Spring refiiirns*!— The budding flowVs 

Appear in youth again, " 
nd Nature drains her long-loft powers, 

To grace the vernal plain. 

pon the frugal, Bappy fwain 

Autumnal trcafures flow 5— 
or no harfli mift^r reaps the grain 

The Sons of Freedom fow* 

'he chilling blaft may bare the plain> 

The flowVs may difappear, 
»ut Health and all her ruddy train 

Attend the varying year, 

Midft northern gales, and ftorms of fnow. 

No milder c^ime they feekj 
But teach the active 'blood to flow, 

And paint the crimfon cheek. 

Vol. III. H Tkus, 
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Thus, Pleasure, with infidiops.chann% 

Allures the youthful eye ; 
And in the fair enchantrefs* arms, 

Entranced, he loves to De. . 

Where-e*cr he turn^ he fondly meets 

A gaudy fcene in view. 
That feem$ to bud with endlefs fweets. 

And joys for ever new. 

But while fecure the wanton treads 

The gay voluptuous path, 
A fudden fcene of gloom fucceeds, 

Difeafe, defpair, and death! 

In humble, tho' in neat array. 

Does Temperance appear; 
Biit rough and chearlefs is the way 

She chufes ftill to fteer. 



TRIFLES IN VERSEi 59 

No fruits overhang" the rugged road. 

No flow'rs beguile bur feet ; 
fiut rocks and predpices nod. 

And loud the billows beat ! 

Yet perfeverance may fubdue 

The long and weary way ; 
Then fliall the happy pilgrim view 

A landfcape ever gay. 

A goddefs fairer far than wealth. 

Shall be his faithful guide, 
And ever youthful rofy Health 

Shall frolic by his fide. 



Ha TO 
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TO TriE FAIR READERS 
OF THE 

KELSO CHRONICLE*. 

Stoneyhill Barracks, Jamaica, Feb. 25! : 

A W AND'RING Youth, fwe^ Nympfe 

Infcribes his fong %o yau ; 
And, on this ^fiant Indian fhore, 

Still boafls a heart that 's true. 

'Twas your applaufe I fondly fougbfi 

In ev'ry tender ftrain ; 
By you in abfence lopg forgot, 

My verfe has flow'd in vain! 

Did e'er one friendly wifh repay 
The fighs I breath'd for you ? 

Or did the fates, that bid me ftray, 
Refufe your favour too? 

• Publilhed in the Kclfo Chronicle May 14. 1; 
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Tho* Nature here, frofukly gay. 

In all her pride appear j 
And fummer's bright; prolific ray 

Enliven all the year ; 

Tho' charms that Europe i^e^r cookl boafl, 
. Embelli/h ev'ry fcenc ; 
The dream that laever ko^w a froft. 
The grove for ever green ; 

Tho' endlefs beauties overipread 

The wood-embofom'd dale ; 
And, high the mottntaiD rears his head^ 

As verdant as the vale : 

Yet ftill to Britain's frigid clime 

Will reftlefs fancy roam ; 
Amidft the brilliant and fublime. 

She feeks her humble home^! 

With 
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With partial pencil paints each fweet 
Infull perfedion /A<?r^; *'• 

And to that little lov'd retreat 
Gives all that 's good and fair ! 

To me fuch objefts of delight 

No region e'er fupplied ; 
Nor e'er did beauty bloom fo bright 

As on your Tiviot's fide. 

Your faithful Poet takes a long, ' 

Perhaps a Iqfi adieu! 
Yet dill thofe charms fliall grace my fong 

That ne'er may blefs my view J 
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TO A YOUNG GENTLEMAN, 

or A VERY AMIABLE DISPOSITION, BUT DE- 
FORMED IN HIS PERSON. 

When firft I vicw'd thy aukward frame. 
Which nature formM in fportful fpite, 
I muft acknowledge, to my fhame. 
Thou waft not pleadng to my fight. 

But when, acquainted with thy worth, 
I had explored each mental charm. 

Then brightly (hone thy beauties forth,— 
Thy love fincere, thy friendfhip warm. 

Complacent, gentle, and ferene. 
Thy bofom knows po angry ftorms; 

No difcontent, no fretful fpleen, 
No envy of more beauteous forms. 

Good 
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Good humour, flowing fropi t^e beapr^ . .; -/ 
Adorns each feature of thy fajge^. . . .■' 

New models cv'ry ibapelel^ paft^ , ^ -i -;i»^ 
And lends to ev'ry limb a gragc* ^ .vj..l 

Thou firft of charms ! Good-Hrnnonry hail ^.;n5i ^1 
Thou fourcc of harmony and eafc I . . ^.^-il 

Without thy aid, the faircft fail, -, ^^0 

With thee the plained learn to pleafi:. « T 

\ 

TO THE PACKET IN SlGHT.^rJ 

Kirrg/lon, Jamaica, March £. 1784., f >•.,.( 

OW the anxious politician 
Scarcely can his joys endure. 
Mad to know what ftate-phyficiait t^ 

Undertakes the nation's cure, 

' ... 'iA ^fi 

Now 



r-.i 
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^ow with (elfiffi, fordid plcafure 
Shall the merchant's heart run o'er, 

VThen he finds his darfing treafure 
Landed on the deftin'd ihore. 

I> reroovM at humble diflanc^ 

From the wealthy and the great, 
Care not who may lend afliftance 

To the plunder of the ftate. 

Since, alike in f'eal merit. 

Each would Fortune's favour Wh i 

Since I ne'er can hope to fliare it. 
What care I who ^s out or in? 

* can boaft no glittVing treafure 

On the feas, or on the ftiore ; 
And but moderate were the meafure 

I would aik of fuch a (lore. 

Vol. III. I Vet 
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Yet my heart, with fond impatience. 
Pants to fee thee drawing near;— 

Not to learn the fate of nations,— 
But for tidings of my Dear. 

Friendfliip, that ne'er knew delufwn. 
Shall its foothing balm impart ; 

And the fweet, the fond effufioa 
Of a tender mother's heart. 

Tho' coy Fortune ne*er carefs me. 
From ambition now I 'm free ; 

Only tell me (and you '11 blefs me) 
That my Fair-one thinks of mc4 
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ON MY BEING 

% 

DISAPPOINTED OF LETTERS 

BY THE PACKET. 
Stoneyhill Barrack f, March 8. 178^. 

Disappointment, mua thou ever 

Wait on ev'ry wifli of mine ? 
Wilt thou, daemon, never, never ! 

Thy tyrannic fway refign ? 

Tho' I know that Fortune's favour 
Ne'er fliall pour her trea fares here; 

The' hard Fate has bid me fever , 
From whatever my heart held dear ; 

Yet tho' oceans roll between us, 

Tho' in diftant zones we dwell. 
Still my foul might find ferenenefs 

From the fource it loves fo well. 

I 2 Oft 
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Oft I Ve cried, with fond eoiopon^ 
While the tear difdainM <;onttol^ 

" Bear me where thou wilt, wide oceanj . 
'^ Friendfhip ftill Iball chcar oiy foull 

*' Since of joys thou haft bereft me, 
*' Great as e'er thou canft repay, 

^^ Thou, in recompence, Ihalt waft rae 
^' Bleflings fwcet almoft as they ! 

^' Tho* no more the foft expreffion 

*' Lend its mufic to my car, 
^« Yet, by thy kind interceffion, 

'' Still its image ftall appear l* 

<* As I fondly trace each letter, 

" Which the hand of friendfliip drew, 

<^ I fhall fancy each lovM feature 
<^ At the moment in my view;. 
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See the lip ftiH foftly foothing I 
" See the eye ftiH fondly gaze ! 
See the hand ftill kindly fmoothing 
" All my rough and rugged ways T* 

ut this blUs like ev'ry other. 
This laft comfort is denied ! 
1 ! can abfence ever fmother 
Friendfliips long and often tried? 

ire at leaft, it ne'er could alter, 
Whofoe'er inconftant prove, 
.ips, ye quiver I voice, you falter !) 
The moft tender mother's love I 

! alas ! fome fad difafler 
Holds the dear maternal hand ! 
cep fhe fighs I her tears flow fafter, 
Since I left my native landi 

Fancy 
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Fancy paints pale fricndflrip lying 
On the bed of ftern difeafc. 

On my name, in frenzy, crying,—- 
Tho* divided by the feas ! 

Friends, my dear and only treafure. 
All my joys are placM in you I 

Then adieu to cv'ry pleafure. 
If you Ve wretched^ or untrue f 
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ON BEING AWAKED 

FROM A PLEASANT DREAM, 

{Y THE DRUMS BEATING THE LONG ROLL 

FOR A FIELD-DAY. 

Stoneyhill Barracks y yipril 11. 1784. 

M fofr flumbers as I lay. 
Loft in vifions rf delight, 
he dear Maid' I mourn by day 
In idea blefs*d the night. 

It ah ! fcarcely had my foul 
Met the miftrefs of its choice, 
'^hen the drum^s rremenduous roll 
Rous'd me from my fancied joys. 

oud incentive to deftroy ! 
Cruel harbinger of war ! 
hou who charm'ft the venturous boy 
To the fatal field afar ! 

Thou 
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Thoa who call'fi to death and wounds! 

Prompter to the fword and (pearl 
As thy martial mufic founds 

Hateful to the widow's ear ; 

As the orphan war has made, 
Does thy notes with horror hear ; 

Thus unwelcome they invade. 
When thou^wak'ft me from my Dear I 

TO RECOLLECTION. 

jifxH! cruel Rdcollediion, ceafe 

A tender heart to pain ! 
Nor paint thofe hours of joy and peace, 

I ne'er ihall tafte again f 
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hy thus partUlfy difplay - rt- -"" 

etrofpeft untrue?— 

I ihou recairft the joyous day^ 

:ite its forrows too ! 

latt'ring voice records the fweets 
ev'ry pleaGng fcene, 
ever willingly repeats 
i pangs that lay between. 

lours^ alas! exempt from care 
1 e'er the fates allow ; 
►ys were ever wond'rous rare,— 
y ne^er fo rare as now I 



L, III. K TO 
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TO THE WORTHY MEMBERS 
OF THE 

EUROPEAN CLUB*. 

Stoneyhill Barracks, Janaicay Jpril 19. 178 
[PublUhed in the Jamaica Gazette, April 2i. and in 1 
Britifii Chronicle, Sept. 24. 1784] 

JrloW flow do prejudices wear away, 
Even where knowledge darts her brighteft n 
In realms where genius wanders unconfin'd, 
And blifsful liberty exalts the mind.; 

Wh 

• Thirty years conftant refidence in Jamaica is an 
difpeniible qualification to procure admiflion into tins 
fpedbable Society.— It confifts, at prefent, of almoft at 
dred members, all natives of Europe. — The defign of 
inftitution is to ihew, that the ideas entertained in 1 
tain of the unhealthinefs of this climate are iH found) 

This Poem does not entirely coincide with what 1 1 
faid formerly of this ifland ; but the reader may, ii 
pleafe, fuppofe that I was then under the influence of 
original prejudices, which may havle wore off by a loi 
acquaijDtance with the country* 
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Where fuperAitipn dare deprefs no more, 
Nor hinder aftive induftry to (bar, 
Tho' information flow from either pole, 
Still prepoQeflions cloud the vulgar foul ! 
Still with chimeras the weak mind is fraught. 
By nurfes tattled, or by pedants taught; 
Nay, ev'n the moft enlightened often find 
Habitual errors lurking dill behind. 
What nation truly liberal can be, 
Since from thefe fetters BRITAIN is not free? 
How does credulity her fons beguile 
To form falfe notions of this beauteous ifle! 
How does ihe paint '' eternal clouds to lour, 
*' Earthquakes to fliake,and hurricanes o*erpow*rj 
" Or (inconfiftent!) fcorching beams to beat 
^' With conllant and intolerable heat ; 
<< Or do the winds thefe deadly heats appeafey 
" Still Death triumphant rides on ev'ry breeze; 
^' Each livid cheek does ficknefs feem to ftain; 
'' Each limb enfeebled; evVy nerve in pain;] 
K 2 '' And 
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*< And ever trembling for the fatal doom, 
<^ Each wretch but feems to totter to bis tomb.' 
The fon, or hulband, dcftin'd to this fliorej 
The wife, or parent, weeps him as no nxiret 
How do they clafp, in ecfiacies of pain, 
The bread they nc*er expeft to clafp ag;iin( ^ 
How do their eyes the wanderer purine 
They never, never, hope again to view ! 

But had the truth been candidly dedarM, ' 
How many tears, how many fighs were ipar^l 
Their hearts no more defpair would entertsdn. 
But, while they parted, hope to meet again. 
CurM of this vain, abfurd, and groundlefs fes^r 
Then cv*ry art bad emigrated here; 
I\o frofts to chill, no wint'ry blafts to fpoil. 
Gay had they flourifh'd in this genial foil ; 
And, 'midft the fmiles of happinefs and health, 
PJchly were induftry repaid by wealth. 
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To prove the Britilh prejudice untrue, 
^e gen'rous Veteran?, I inftance you • 
You who iyy ftrong examples would remove 
Each bafe afperiiou from the Ifle you love. 
As iiifalobrious who this clirac would bran<!, 
That views your nuin'rous venerable band? 
Where is the feeble frair.e, or pallid cheek, 
Our prepofledions prompted us to fcek? 
See health, with (lardy ftep, and ruu Jy hue f-^ 
Thi^ air for half a century he drew. 
Iq eVVy eye congenial pleafure plays. 
As friendfiiip chears the autumn of your days; 
Back to the pleafing fcenes of youth you rove. 
When life was all but gaiety and love ; 
And fliil does mirth, on r€collc<5lion, flow 
From frolics aftcd twenty years ago- 
Now the vshole progrefs rifes in review. 
How flight ficqiiaii-rarxe into friendftip grew; 
Again each mutual pleafure is renewed, 
•AXid pleas'd ycu talk of roils ycu have fubduM. 

Kach 
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Each hardy frame feems properly defign'd 
To march the equal vigour of the mind. 
l»ong may thefe faculties, fo well employed, 
In full perfcdioii be by each enjoy 'd ! 
And when, fince mortals ev*ry vjkere decay, 
In ripe ok! age you flip at \M away, 
May each, on ending his terreftrial race, 
I^eave a fucceffor worthy of his place ! 
And may it hence to Britain's Tons appear 
That Death has no peculiar empire here; ; 
That of the few who perifh in their prime. 
Intemperance murders many more than clime; 
And that the ftout, the healthy, and the old, 
Are not the prodigies we have been told ! 
'May falfe ideas now prevail no more. 
To guard Europeans from this happy fliore ! 
And when thefe difadvantages (hall ceafe. 
Wide may the commerce of your ifle increafe 
May agriculture's well-requited toil 
Ncgleft no portion of the grateful foil ! 
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fajr ev'ry art that pleafes, or improve?, 

hat graces beauty, and that virtue loves, 

hat ever Europe's various climes could boafl, 

ake fhelter on this hofpitable coaft ! 

id may this mod delightful region be 

ch, happy, powerful, populous^ and free * ! 

EXTEMPORE. 
To . 

LS Mufic fuothes the deaf man^s ear, 
Or Painting charms the blind, 
pleafure equally fincere 
In Poetry you find. 



* The European Club have been pleafed to honour the 
)ve Lines with a place in their Minutes, and to pay 
ompliment to the Author, highly flattering to his va- 

y- 

FANCY. 
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FANCY. 

1^ A N C Y, ever fair and youngs 
Mild of afpeft, fweet of tongue, 
Come, with thy companions gay, 
Bear me from myfelf away! 
But for Farcy^s lively train. 
Life were little elfe than pain ! 
Fancy (how unlike our race !) 
Neither fawns to pow'r nor place • 
To the prolp'rous whifp'ring ftill 
Some imaginary ill; 
'lis where real griefs aflail. 
Fancy tells her flattVing tale. 
Spite of all the frowns of fate. 
Fancy makes me rich and great. 
Oft flie hurries me afar 
Thro' viftorious fields of war; 
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octit incenfe pays, 
le decks me o'er with bays ; 
^dmesy in ray native grove, 
$ me peace, content, and Jove; 
e (he paints no venal fair, 
ng only to enfnare ; 
(he draws the maid I love 
iS Virtue would approve, — 
g dnd beauteous, fair and good, 
for once) as Reafon wouM ; 
charm fiie^ives to view, 
IS Truth herfclf would dp,—** 
(flatterer ?) forms her kimi 
^ heart could wifh to find. 

MCY Fortune's Ibns annoys;— *. 
' is my fource of joys. 
)o often Truth prevails; 
n roufes; Fancy fails! 

L, HI, L Swift 
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Swift ye fly, delufions dear I 
Sad realities appear I 
As I am, xnyfelf I fee, — 
Not as I would vjijh to bet 

MAY-DAY: 
Jamaica, May i. 1784. 

Now on bleft Britaniua's ifle 
AH the vernal beauties fmile; 
O'er the wood, the hill, the plain. 
Nature blooms in youth again. 
Now the lads and lalles gay^ 
Hail the genial morn of May. 
Ev'ry youth a garland wove 
(Flowery pledge of faithful love) ; 
For his fake the favorite fjur 
Does the rofy garland wear. 
To the pipe and tabor's found 
Now they trip the May-pole round; 
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Ev'ry heart awakes to joy,--« 
Pleafure is this day's employ. 
Tho* the lovers ibftly figb. 
Mirth enlivens evVy eye. 
Heaving bofoms white as {how, 
Cheeks that like vermilion glow^ 
Pouting lips that tempt to kifs 
(Prelude to more perfeA blifs) 
Speak^ as well as they infpire^ 
Artlefs love^ and foft defire. 
Now fatigu'd with fport and play. 
To the neighboring groves they ftray; 
On the daified bank they lie. 
Where the riv'let murmurs bye j 
Ev'ry youth befide his dear, 
Slily whifp'ring in her ear ; 
Eyes, by nature only taught, 
Spejik the foul with pailion fraught ; 
Much (he *s made to underftand 
By his preiTure cS her hand ! 

L 2 If, 



84 TRIFLES IN VERSE. 

If; perhaps, the lovers ftray'd 
Far amidft the foreft's fhade, 
Aod no interruption £nd 
From their comerades behind ; 
Should the youth be brifk and boU, 
And the nymph not over cold. 
Love may yield a tafic of heaven 
Prudence never would have given; 
Blame them not, ye grave and coy \-^ 
May was made for love and joy. 

But, alas ! no pleafures here 
Mark the changes of the year ♦"[ 
All our fultry feafons bring 
Scorching fummer, chearleifs fpring j 

* This is not in fa(fb contradidbory to the Addrei 
tlie European Club. — C here fay nothing mpre^ than 
the eternal beauties of this iiland become infiptd^ as i 
are never contrafted witii tho horrors of wict«r. 

. ... . < 
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ivariable fcene '.::•, 

with never fading green ; 
es ev'ry where appear,— 
ey bloom thro* all the year I 

we 've feen them o'er and o*cr, 
^fe beauties charm no more ; 
res, when familiar, cloy— 
iety is joy. 

e never o»this fhort 
oft pleafing afpecl wore ; i 

)t in her gaudy glare 
he feems moft fwect and &lr ; 
whca like the blufliing maid, 
er beauties are difplay*d. 
1 all her trappings hung 
!b charming as when young, 
he fweets of fpring are flown, 
I the rofe is fully blown, 
ot when fublime and great, 

iplendid, fteady ftatc ; 

•Tis 
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*Tis the lively, fickle thing, 

Kind in autumn, coyr in ipringy 

In her wint'ry humours wild. 

And in fummer fweetly mild. 

As on Britain's blifsful coaft. 

Nature charms and pleafes moft. 

Here (he wears the fame array 

In December and in May. 

Here tlie eye may fearch m vain 

For the jovial ri^ftic train • — 

Only wretched flaves we find. 

Of the favage fable kind. 

Whom nor fpring nor autumn cfaear-^ 

Joyous Freedom reigns not here! 



AF 
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AFTER THE 

[ANNER OF CUNNINGHAM. 

Jamaicay May 14. 2784. 

plains that embofom the Twked ! 
banks of the TivioT fo dear I 
fpring is delightful indeed ! 
1 fweet does young fummer appear ! 

Tweed does fo gracefully flow ; 

jr Tiviot fo wantonly glides ; 

ofes fo bluihingly blow; 

1 fo gay bloom the groves on their fides j 

Id is tlie midfummer^s ray ; 
foft breathe the breezes along ; 
eet fings the thrufli on the fpray ; 
\ fo jovial 's the haymakers' fong; 

The 
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The (how'rs fo rcfrefliingly fall • 

The field* are fo green^ or fo fair ;— 

And (to me more attraftive than ajl) 
My dcarcft— my Delia is there J 

Ye meadows, ye flreari^s, and ye groves, 
Ye earlieft haunts of my youth, ' 

Where firft I have nurs'd the young lov 
And friendfhips faft founded in truth I 

Let me tafte of your fweetnefs once moi 
Let your beauties again bleP» my fight 

And (fmiling) the Maid I adore. 

By licr prefence complete my delight! 

Then, ye fancies, ye follies, adieu ! ' 
That feduc'd me thus diftant to rove-^ 

No more fhould they tempt me from yo 
From pleafure, from home—- and from 
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EXT£MPt)RE. 

TO A PHYSICIAN, 

he chara^cr af a Patient to wh$m he had 
prefcrlbed JJJes Milk. 

»0D DoOor^ do you truly think 
Asses Milk I ought to drinks 
ukl remove niy cot^h^ you fay^ 
sake all old comjdaints away ;-^ 
'd yourfctf-*^! grant it true^ 
ICQ 'tis Mother's M11.K to Yotr* 



ulll. M !M. 



90 TRIFLtS IN VEHSE. 

IMPROMPXU. 

TO A yOUNG.LADY, 

Pretending to love in the Platonic ftile. 

X OU boaft a love of mod exalted kind^ 
From fenfual pafllon perfeftly refin'd ; 
In your chafte thoughts no wanton wiihes re 
' Tis mere congeniality of foul. 
A pretty fancy, fit for little Mifles !— 
But you are ripe for more fubftantial blifies 
Your true PlatoDic-— fomething of a creatui 
Lives in romance, — but never was in natun 
Whene'er twoyp/n7j',clogg'fi with frames o 
Of difF'rent fexes, thus in contad play^ 
However the prudifh maid, or modeft lover 
By fine-fpun feniiments may glcrfs it over. 
It is a truth, dear Kate, there 's no conceal! 
The hodiesy too, WQuld wifh a felhw^feeltni 



] 
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/ 

IMPROMPTU. 

TO A WASP, 
JVhich I had killed, after Jitngtng me. 

UNE moment fincCi a noxious thing. 

The monarch of a vcriom'd fting, 

You proudly wiog'd your flight around. 

And man himfelf prefumy to wound ;— 

But by a fingle vengeful tread, 

I 've laid thee, wretched infeft, dead. 

So, when thofe far more noxious things, 

Heroic chiefs, and warlike kings, 

Amidft their pomp, their powV, and ftate, 

Pronounce a,t once a people's fate ;^- 

Or fome all-conq'ring modern rabe. 

When plotting maidenheads to take ; 

If Heav*n untimely flop their breath, 

Iriik^; thee they 're harmlefs, after deaths / 

M 2 His 
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His ghaftly arms alike ihall grafp 
The rake, the hero— and the walp. 
He bids the^fceptre awe no more. 
Nor war to-wafte the diftant (horej 
For glutted with whole ftreams of bloody 
The monftcr prowls no more for food; 
But, left he leave no future prey, 
He takes the murderer away. 
He fHenccs th* infidious tongue. 
That lead believing beauty wrong. 
The heart (more "wafpijh ftill than thine) 
At others^ pleafures wont to pine ; 
The bold, ambitious, reftlefs fcul, 
Ko Iaw», no duties couki contrd ; 
The greedy wretch, to av'ricc fokf. 
By ev'ry crime amaffing gold ; 
Svibjeflcd to this king of kings, 
Like thee, they all have hft thctr flings^ 
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TO A YOUNG LADY 

^HO DID ME THEHONOITR OF PANCING WITH 
ME AT AN ASSEMBLY, JUNE 4, 1783, 
Jamaica, June 4. 1784. 

■I lOW my love is at bcr toilet. 

All the graces at her call ; 
Tafte (tho* Fafhion fain would fpoU it) 

Decks her for the birth-day ball. 

To new triumphs now you move. 
For thefe eyes ne'er vainly fhine ; 

Wany a heart they 've doom'd to lov&w* 
But how weak thofe loves to min^l^ 

As you frolic thro' the mazes. 

Of the fpr^htly, adtive dance, 
Ev'ry youth in rapture gazes, — 

F^fater beauties envious glance. 
'* v' Shall 
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Shall thofe fmiles, fo fvvcetly killing. 
Your too hnppy partner blefs ? 

That dear hand, of touch fo thrilling. 
Shall the wretch prefume to prefs? 

Will the time,. the place, the pleafure. 
To my charmer^s thoughts reftore 

A poor lover, forc'd to meafure, 
Many a league from Britain's fliore I 

From thofe hours of joy and mirth 
One fhort nuimte can you fpare. 

For the trueft fwain on earth — 
OnceUo happy with you there P 

Should you call me once to mind. 
Will the thought one figh obtain ? 

Or my dearefl be fo kind 

Once to wiih me there again ? ' 
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) IMAGINATION- 

:iON, oft haft thou 
ny fweeteft days ! 
oj:dk44undi2ers uovr 
pangs repays. 

s thy magic wand 
oy fubfide ; 
thy trembling hand 
s of horror guide ! 

races de^kM our ifle, 
1 was ting'd by thee ; 
ips of beauty farile, 
rs were ne'er for me. 

Or 
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Or was the prefent all ferene, 
Beyond your baneful fway ; 

Still fad you drew the future fceur^ 
And drove fweet hope away. 

But now^ far diftant from the (pot 

Of ev*ry youtkful joy. 
To footh a wretched exile's lot 

You cv'ry art employ. 

Now, in idea, is difplay'd 

Each blifs that 's mine no more; 
And now all kindnefs feems the maid^ 

Who ne'er feem'd kind before. 

While fcorcbing in the Tropic's heat, 
^^d Spring appears to bloom } 

And, tafting ev'ry rural fweet^ 
I raxigc my barrack room. 
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TO THE fejBLE SOCIETY. 

/Ve muft, good folks, your charity ektol^ 
) wondVous careful of the foldier's fouL 
Jt we, in f3&, had thought you full as good^ 
for the- body yqu had furniih'd food ; 
ur praifes ftill, perhaps, had followM thickei^, 
ad you provided us fome gen'rous liquor- 
ay, much 1 fear, you had been more in vogue, 
ftead of Bibles, bad you giv'n us Grog. 

LOTHARIO to CALISTA. 

ULL oft, Calista, in my dreams 
Thy gentle form appears;— 
« in thine eyes no pleafure beams,— 
Their luftre h loft iir tears!, 

Vol. III. N How 



98 TRIFLES IN VERSE. 

How wan, how wild, how difmal now. 
The face that was fo fair ! . . 

How loofcly do thofe trcffes flow, 
Onceliraided up with care! 

Ah ! why in thole fad tones declare. 
Thou once rood fweet of tongues;— 

Ah! why, thou dear unhappy fair. 
Upbraid me with thy wrongs? 

Did I firft lead tl^ tender youth 
Amoiigft the fweets of vice i 

Or did I, by one breach of truth. 
Thy fimple heart entice? 

True ! I have tailed ev'ry blifs 
Thy beauties could beftow— 

For each embrace, for cv*ry kifs. 
My grateful heart ftall glow. 
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Twas Fate, which I forfodk thine ttna, 

The facrifice required ; 
By Fate's decree^ fuperipr charms 

A chafter flame iofpirM. 

YetffiU, Calista, fUll my heart 

Retains a warmth for thee; 
Nor canft thou ever feel a fmartj^ 

That is not fliar'd by me i 

As fearful fanqr paints each ill 

E'er helplefs woman bore, 
I figh for cvVy ibrrow ftill 

Tby fate may have in ftore. 

in want, in Ocknefs, and delpair, 

I feem to fee thee roam. 
Without a friend to footh thy care. 

Or houfe to call thy home ! 

N 2 That 
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That bread on which I lov'd to lie^ 
That form I 'd fondly fold, . 

Expos'd^ benoath a ftorroy iky. 
To ruthlefs winter's cold ! 

I hear thee, araidft broken fighs. 

Of faithlefs love complain ; 
And, with heart-rending, piteous cri^s, 

Reproach thy wand'ring fwain ! 

Thofe lips fo often prcfs'd to mine. 
In extacies of joy; ' 

Thofe cheeks, whofe bloflbm was fo fine- 
T ho* now their rofes die ; 

Thofe arms fo oft around me thrown. 
With all the warmth of love, 

Muft many a tyrant's empire own. 
Thy heart could ne'er approve ! 
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Thou canft no more to me, alone, 

A lover's rights allow ;— 
But common are thy beauties grown*- 

No longer beauties now ! 

Mtho' I tread a diftant land, 

Ifeel thy cv'ry grief; 
^nd ffill invoke fome friendly hand. 

To yield thee quick relief. 

•'arewell, my once delightful fair ! 

May all thy forrows ceafe ! 
% Heav'n accept my fervent pray V, 

And lead thee back tQ peace I 



NAN- 
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• NANCY^s CHARM. 

A SONG TO BE SUNG BY A FRIEND OF ! 

1^ O ready wit allures my heart, , 
No wond'rous beauty moves me; 

But Nancy lovesy or has the art 
To make me think ihe loves tne. 

*Tis that gives beauties to her face. 
Ne'er granted her by nature ; 

Confers on cv*ry motion grace. 
And meaning to each feature. 

^Tis that pvcs wit to all flie lays. 

However abfurd or ftupid ; 
^Tis that alone my heart betrays. 

And points the darts of Cupid. 
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is that which fortens ev'ry fault, ' 
And cancels ev*ry failing ; 
It makes her feem whatever fhe ought, 
And virttie aU prevailing. 

This veils die prefent, and the pail ; 

Conceals each foolifli fancy ; 
And b the charm that holds me faft^ 

The abjei^t flavc of Nancy. 

THE VILLAGE-MAID: 

OR, THE soldier's INCONSTANCY* 

A Song for — — . 

iiiRE yet my heart, in early youth. 

Its ficklenels difplay'd, 
I plighted all my faith and troth 

To one dear Vilhge-Maid. 



On 
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On banks of cowflips all the day 

Wc innocently play'd ; 
And fvvjftly flipp'd my hours away^ * 

When with my Village-Maid. 

At laft this fond, this tender heart 

Ambition did invade ; 
At glory's call,.'tho' loath to part, 

I left my Village-Maid. 

1 bade my native plains farewell, 
To camps and cities ftray'd ; 

And, toying with each town-bred belles- 
Forgot the Village-Maid. 

But real blifs I never knew 

Since vice ray heart betrayM !— 

Cur joys were exquifite and true. 
My charming Village-Maid ! 



S] 
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self-examination. 

low blefsM is youth ! (exclaims tkch hoary 

fage) 
ire preys oil manhood, ami diftak on age ; ' 
It no diftrefs the youthful heart annoys • 
s cv'ry moment teems with varied joys ; 
omblifs toblifs the thoughtlefsftriplingflrays ) 
eet arc his nights^ and fportive are his days ; 
t foon the feafon of bis mirth is o'ef, 
d Man can never tafte of pleafore mott 1^' 

'outh's delights, and manhood*s griefs be true*, 
haft thou, Pate, deprivM me of my due? 
e was the fchoolboy's fatchel thrown awav/ 

I firft misfortune fti^*d me as her prey, 

I I furvey my few, but wretched years, 
fad the painfnl retrofpeft appears ! 

.. III. O To 
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Tocfaesir thefceiie^foineCcattjET^d bloflomflK 
Bat weedsmore pjenteou^ aa4 i^rc ffi(i their r 

Tell me, my heart, from whence my for 
Wasfortunc, or my follies, mofl to blai|ie? £cj 
O'er all my joys did temperance.prefide? ^ 
Or didft thou follow prudence as thy guide I 
Woes I have felt the wifeft could not fhun. 
And been by wayward accidents undone; .. 
Without a fai^t, too oft has hope l^trsLy'd^ 
And difappdntment baulk'd each plan I Jbid 
What pdgnant pangs mconfUnt friendftips^ 
While thofe more faithful perifli'd in the gr 
Yet fpite cf ev'ry incidental wge. 
That falfehood, fate, or fortune could l>efto\ 
Had I in youth the paths of virtue chofe, 
AndXearcb'd for pleafure where ihe only gibi 
Then had I tafted fweets without May, 
Or found, at kaft, long intervals of jojr ; 
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A^'cheek liad Svoiin tiie crimfbn hakf cSMMi, 
IQi pea€e"dirii[l8id fbpplied th< wam^ weakh ! 
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]^o wretch e^cfr fufFerM fortune' sbceoeft tixk, 
Unteis his follies made his evils worfe. 
Sonie iils I juftly charge on fate alone^— - 
But far more dften was the fault my own ! 

No mbre^ poor wretch, at deftiny repine^ 
But frize experience, now fo juftly thine ! 
By-^r, Itenceforth, thy cautious footfteps fteer^ 
Mid wifely ufe a fcience bought fo dear ! 

TWELVE MONTHS AFTER PARTING. 

Jamaica, — . day of^ , 1784. 

vyH day of forrow, yet for ever dear I 
Thou annivcrfary of parting paiii J 

Still will Ti^eet thee, with a tender tear 1 . ' 
Still will I hail thee in a plaiptive ftrain 1 

O a Tho* 
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Tho' twelve Jong months haveflowly crept awj 
Spli does my faithful memory renew 

Each fond^ each foolifhy fruitlefs wifli to ftay^r 
Each pang that waited oh the Uf\ adieu ! 

Still dq the changing cheeki and trembling fopg 
Betray the tijiniult raging in my heart | 

Still I behold the maid, fo fair and young. 
And at the moment J am doom'd to p^tt 

The fancied kifs my quiv'ring lips have toA 
Ten thoufand times ten thoufand o'er and 0' 

iS/ly aching eye ftill fteals another look, — 
And ftill it promifes to afk no more,! 

Yes ! I '11 indulge in luxury of grief ! 

O'er all the melancholy fcene 1 '11 rove ! 
Nor will I ever wifh to find relief,-^ 

If, to obtain it, I niuft part wiib love ! 

: . ON T 



*■ 
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Q N T H K 

PKkSENT UNHEALTHY WEATHER, 

AND THE SUDDEN DEATH 
OF A VERY AMIABLE YOUNG LADY *, 

Jamaica, July 10.17 84. 

1 

^EASS^ yc fetid damps to rife! 

Ceaftj, ye ruihlefs rains to pour 1 

ix^ of horror fbroud the ikies. 

Death dtfcends jn evVy fiiow'r ! 

II difeaf(^s fcour alcoig, 
S&lanclioly (talks around; 
eea, with sJkhcr rapid throng, 
Slides al^vtfae gloomy ground 1 

* PublUhed in the Jamsiica GazettCi Jaly 14* 

Glutton 
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Glutton ckaib, at length forbear! _ ^.) 

(Sated with thy lufcipus f^aft) . 

Setk'ft thou ought more good, or fair?— 
Are not thine the charins of East*? 

to DABBLERS IN RHYME.! 

W ITH what delight we partially pcmrc 
The dull produ<ftions of our own dear Mofe! 
Each thought is new, each ientiment is fine. 
And fweeteft numbers flow in ev'ry line. ,- 
But when a brother Booby's works wc fcasi^ 
We 're apt to follow quite a difiF'rent plan; 
In fearch of faults, o'er ev'ry verfc wc dwel 
And (ftridteft Critics?) ev'ry blunder tell; 
The moft good^natur'd Rhymeiler ever kno^ 
Scarce e'er was pleaSi'd with any, bat his o\\ 



* Mifs Sufannah II IntonEaft, daughter of Edward ] 
Efq. of Liguanca, Jamaica. 
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Still, in another, 1 have quickly found 
Where^'er be facrifices feiife to foiirtd*; ' 
Fallacious arguinehts, well liiifelPd i'er, 
I can, with vaft fagacity explore ; 
Each verfe not muiically made to chim^, 
.With proper cadence and with perfeft rhyme, 
(Thd* if my own thefe faults might not appear) 
Is horrid, harfh, oiTenli 'e to my ear :— . 
• In (liort, in ev'ry witling I can fee 
As many faults as he might find in me. 

Yet not fo deeply jaundic'd is my eye, 
But diat true merit I can likewife fpy. 
Ytt nad that merit entertained raie more. 
Had I ne'er wandered on CaOalian fliore! 
Deep of the ftream when others freely drinlj, ^ 
Wniic t but fcantily can fip the brink; 
To darling hdghts when others proudly fail, 
While I iQuft creep along the lowly vale j 



Uj-; 



112 TRTFLES IN VERSE. 

To fee their temples deck*d by all the Nine, 
While Tcarce a wreathe is feen to cirde miiic; 
Whatever pleafurc in their works I find, ■ • 
I figh to fee myfelf fo far behind. 
The fecret motive I can hardly tell;— 
It is not envy, for I love them well j 
Nor emulation — for we ne'er purfue 
A prize that 's neither in our reach nor vidw; 
T]ie glorious goal, which brighter Poets gain, 
My vaineft hopes ne'er promis'd to attain; 
Yet tho' I ne'er could think the palm my own, 
I hate to be fo very far out/hone. 

Oh happy ye ! ye loweft of the train ! 
Ye very filly, and ye very vain ! 
Who have no better, and no worie dcfign, 
Than jud to make ten fyllables a line* 
And put your muddy brains into a pother. 
To make one dcggrel jingte to another ; 

Whofe 
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Vhofe riiymes no higher eflForts can admit 

^han the acroftic's artificial wit, 

y whofe initials aptly is difplay'd 

"he name of fome pert mantua-inaker*s maid. 

e who poflefs fuch happy felf-cfteem, 

oily profound, and vanity extreme, 

hat you in fancy reach ParnafTus' top, 

nd \de In verfe and manly fenfe with Pope > 

hit in deftriptive powers you can exceed, 

he fweeteft Poet * ever fung on Tweed ; 

our languid lines, the fpurious works of aft, 

sem foft as ever flow'd from Collins' heart; 

he faireft flow'ret e'er in Lrasowes f grew, 

'ifclofes no fupcrior fweets to you ; 

nd you can find, in each extorted lay, 

he melung melancholy grace of Gray. 

• It is almoft unneceflTary to mention, that I mean 

Ho M SON. 

t The feat of the late Mr S hens tone. 

Vol, IIL P Tho' 
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Tho* I fufpeft my own too partial eye 
May, unobferV'M, pafs many a blemiih bye; 
Yet I have always fenfe enough to know. 
That in their train the Mufes rank me lowj 
And muft their parfimonioufnefs deplore, 
That, granting fomcthing, they would gran 
Yet, to prcferve me from poetic fpleen, [m 
I find fpecifics in each magazine ; 
There you difplay fo truly /ad a drain. 
As reconciles me to my own again. 
On me, tho' fparingly, their favours fall, 
On you the Mufes never fmile at all. 
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TO THE 

MEMORY OF SHENSTONE. 
Jamaica^ 17 84* 

1 HOU geiuleft Bard that ever firay'd 
• In ruflet lawn, or flow'ry glade I 
Thou Chad of Nature, Foe of Art, 
Of fofteft niein, and tendVeft heart ! 

When parted by thy neighb'ring hiU, 
Thy native mead, or peaceful rill. 
How tedious did the way appear. 
That lay betwixt thee and thy dear*! 

But hadft thou reafon to repine 
At cruel abfence fuch as mine ? 

• " That verdant hill, and filver ftream, 
** Divide my love and me.'* 
tShenftooe's foog, called the LaDdfcape.} 

P 2 Tho' 
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Tlio* fweeter far thy lovc-fick fong, 
Thy loVe was never half fo ftrong ! 

If ftill thy gen'rous foul can kiiow 
The pangs cf faithful youths below. 
Wilt thou not drop a hcav'nly tear. 
And own my forrows more kvcrci 

'Tis not, alas ! the woody dalr. 
The fliallow ftream, or grafs-grown valej 
*Tis not tlie hills that gently rife. 
Nor mountains towVipg to the Jldcs ; 

'Tis not the lor:g and defer t ways. 
O'er which the weary pilgrim flrays; 
Not all ihe wide and feriile plains. 
Which fnir Britaniiia's ifle cor.tains; 

'Tis not all Europe's ample bound, 
Nor realms and feas that gird her round ;^ 

1 
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renienduous oceans wide remove, 
nd worlds divide me from my love ! 

h! grant me, mild celeitial fliade, 
I vcrfe like thine to (ing the maid ! 
h! teach me in thy tender drains 
foothe my fears, and vent my pains ! 

iftTiTft me, gentle Bard, to move 

he dear obdurate IVLiid to lov^ ! 

hy Mufe could caange the firmeftmind, 

nd melt the cokleit to be icind. 

lino! fome adverfe pow'r purfues 
he love-loru cliildren of the Mufe ! 
ly, what avails the fweeteft ftrain ?— 
nee Damon * lovM — and lov'd in vain! 

* Damon, a name affiimed by Shcnflone in fome of his 

ON 
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ON VIEWING A PRINT 
OF THE 

PALACE OF HOLYROODHOU 

AT EDINBURGH, 

Jamaica^ 1784. 

W ITH what delight my eager eyes 
Behold thefe mimic turrets rife i 
My fancy kiudles at the view. 
And hours, long paft, return anew \ 

Again I tread the folemn round. 
Which oft in folitude I found ; 
And where I mus'd o'er ev'ry care. 
The frowns of Fortune, or my Fair ; 

Or led by pleafing Hope aftray, 

I deck'd with fiow'rs my futiure way—* 
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Ere fudden Mights her bloflbms crop, 
low fweet the early fpring of Hope !) 

or to the regal dome confin'd, 
be profpedt pifturM in my mind;— 
ic humble roof* compriflng too, 
le painter's pencil never drew;— 

t to my heart not half fo dear, 
e grandeft pile that pomp could rear; 
berc yet I hope, tho' long the while, 
ain to tafle a parent's fmile ; 

banim each maternal fear, 
pel each figh, and dry each tear ; 
efiion there ftill fure to find, 
r ever true, for ever kind ; 



Mr mother's honfei in the near neig)ibourhood of 
Palace. 

Where 
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Where not a word fhall meet my ear. 
That is not tender and linceje; 
And esch fond wifh I muft believe?. 
That flows from lips which ne'er deceive! 

Thou hofpitable roof, farewell, 
Beneath whofe (hade I long to dwell ! ^ 
But wherefoe'er I 'm doora'd to roam, 
Gh flill may Peace call thee her home f 

Tho' Pkafure find no place to fpare. 
Let calm Content inhabit there! 
And, to enfure thofe bleflings mine. 
Be Health a refidcnt of thine I 
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TO A MESSENGER, 

WHO HAD LOST, BETWIXT KINGSTON AND 

STONEYHILL, A LETTER FOR ME 

FROM A FRIEND IN BRITAIN. 

INO golden priae, no gaudy gem. 

No lofs of treafure I deplore ; 
Vet what I value inore than them 

Is loft, and difappoints me more. 

Th)' carelefs hand inffift» a wound. 
Thy callous heart can never know ; 

For thouj alas ! haft never found 
The fweets that frteudlbip can beftow. 

When the lov'd lines afibdion drew. 
That fpoke the feelings of the heart. 

And from the foul efFuIions flew. 
As ftrOng as language could impart ; 
Vol. III. Q, A^asl 
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Alas ! the pleafing talk was vain ! 

They ne'er were formM to fcaft ray eye! 
Ne'er to exprefs the abfent pain ! 

Hot e'er to meet my mutual figh I 

Tho* over oceans fafely bore. 

They reach the diAant deflin'd land. 

Yet have they perifh'd on the fliore. 
And ne'er fhall find my friendly hacul I 



SONG. 

Jamaica, 17S4. 

'Midst Coffee Walks, and Orange Grorc^ 
Where Plantain-River wildly roves, 
I feek a folitary fhade. 
To mufe upon my lovely Maid. 
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In morning heats, ere yet the gale 
Has breath'd his odours thro* the vale, 
On verdant couch fupinely laid, 
I langui/h for my lovely Maid. 

And when the cool refrefhing breeze 
Comes fraught with health, content, and cafe, 
I ramble tliro' the fcented glade, 
Whoie beauties feem to court my Maid. 

When noon-tide rays, with fultry hear, 
Obfcur'd in clouds, no longer bear, 
Amongft the mountains oft I 've ftray'd, 
And taik'd with echo of my Maid. 

Whene'er I view the diftant main, 
I figh to tempt the feas again ; 
Ye floods that once afar conveyed. 
Now kindly waft me to my lyiaid 1 

a 2 Oh! 
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Oh ! bear me fram this beaiitoou^ ifiCj, .,( ,.^,rr 
Tho^ graced with fummer's con(|jintijinlelr;;;f/; 
Tho* wini'ry tenipcfts rouad me pby'd, . !/. 
I 'd brave their horrors for my Maid! . i ...A 

In vain the nortbera Hafts may blow • ir;I^ 

O'er rocks of ice, and hills of fnow ;*^ .1 

In all her rofeat cturms arrayM, s .' 

Still fprifig attecKls my blooming Maid. . v' 

TO PRUDENCE. ■■""■ 

iriAlL fav'rite virtue of the nvond'roiis vife^ . :' 
Whom ploddiQg cks, and faded virgins prize !.i' • 
But whofe fage counfels never could prefcribe 
A rule of condnft to the rhyming tribe i— r - 
Carelefs they trip the flowery wilds abng, 
And fcorning wealth, oomexit thera with afi)og.; 
To pleafure too extravagantly prone^ 
'JTiy friendliiip, or authority to own. — 

Tlieir 
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Their bear te too foft^ their feelings far too ftrong> 

Nicely to fcAtiniic the right and wrong ; 

Miflaken tendernefs will flill deceive^ 

And thoughtlefs generofuy believe. 

They fly to pleafure, and they roil for fan»e. 

But loiter fiill when inCreft is the game. 

The lazy Bard, tho* poverty appear, 

To Prudence never lends a docile ear; 

Her fwifr approach, relu^antly, iie fee$,.^ 

Yet facrifices fortune to his eafe. 

In court, or city, or in ruftic grove. 

In bus'oefe, friendfljip, enmity, or love. 

Into a choufand errors he will run. 

Thy pupils ever have the pow'r to (huiu 

Yet hard the heart, and fordid is the foul. 
That ne'er, in youth, difputed thy control t 
Whiitevcr faults my foeis have found in me. 
They ne'er repro^ch'd me as a flave to thee I . 

Oft 
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On have I fpurn'd thy falutary fway, 
While folly led mc her fantaftic way; 
When h'jauty fniiPJ, I gave thte oft the flip, 
And fear'd no fjlfehood from the rofy lip; 
J chofe the labyrinth without a clew, 
i\nd fled fo faft thoii fcarcely cculJ'ft pnffue. 
r>iU by, grim goddefs, all the paft aflde, — 
Sir.cc now I f4>metiraes take thee for my guide! 
Vet think not e'er (for fuch I ne'er Ihall be!) 
To find a zealous votary in me ! 
For, ft ill no darling deity of mine, 
I ne'er fuall bow devoutly at thy fhrine. 
To Sorrow's tale I ne'er can fhut my ear, 
Kor can experience make me infinccre; 
I know Hninkind, and for my fkill have paid. 
Yet flill muft trnft, and may be ftill betray'd. 

An even path thy dull adherents keep, 
As thro* life's pilgrimage they fafely creep; 

No 



TRIFLES IN VERSE. 127 

lo pleafure tempts them e'er to go afiray ; 
lo pity moves them from the beaien way ; 
hlegmatic fouls, whom friendfhip ne'er could fire, 
nd hearts that never felt r. fofr delire ; 
ursM with a gloomy jealoufy of mind, 
hat dreads feme villany from all mankind ; 
o mutual confidence they e'er poffefs'd, 
ut keep their fecrets lock'd within their brcafi ; 
ontagious pleafiu'c they hnvc never known, 
nd Icarce e'er felt a rapture of their own ; 
00 wife another's agonies to fliare, 
iTey have no tears of fympaihy to fpare. 
^ hat e'er contributes to their cafe, or health, 
rcures their fafety,,or augments their weahh, 
all the objeft of their willi and pray V, 
nd all their ftudy, happinefs, and care ; 
btaining thefe, they heed no other's pain • 
r, difappointed, care not who obtain. 
:om day to day they dully trudge along, 
not quite right^ yet P^ldom very wrong ; 

With 



With cauHouj^ (lq>s, tbcy tread ffscqf « frof& iMl^ 
But never, never feel a wift for fiune; . .a) 
Too wary often to incur a fall,.. i -^T* 

Yet far too fearful e'er to rife at aO; r>'^ 

No bright invention have they e'er cBkyd;*-^ ^a 
No great iropravement have they ever soade.^ .. ^ 
Had all mankind fubmitted to thy reign, , . ] 

What third of knowledge had been giv^nin vaioji/ 
Who then the wilds of fcience would explpre? ^.] 
Or who hdd wanderM from his native fbm^i ..{5 
In vain might breezes blow, and oceans rdU, ^ .j: 
Could'ft thou deprefs the enterprizing foul!. ;. <{) 
Tly fubjcfts are tHe fpiritlefs and goU ;*— ,^^ 
The fons of genius are the rafh and bold. 
Ye Indian realms, where Fate has bid me (leer,;;: 
Did ever Prudence fend Columbus here? • 

Thou ftubborn virtue of a felfifli heart, 
III gen'rous bt^foms cJalm'ft but little part.. 
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IXdR^thone'er jglmv with charity cTivthe ? 
Or vas coni|5afflon e'er a chifd of "th!nc? 
^t let me, Prudence, ncvei- widely rove ' 
From the fecute, butgloomy path you love ! 
As an attendant be thou near me ftill f — 
But not the tyrant mafter of my will ! 
Let not the man I love to call my friend^ 
Meanly to court rhec eVcr condefcerid ! 
Let him he fuch ks can at times purfue,— 
fiat, fofc'd by feelings, can forfake thee tob | 
Be he, Hke all the generous and brave, • 
Oft thy companion — but be ne'er thy flave ! 
Bot, above air, oh! let itne never prove 
1 hee the firft virtue of the maid I love ! 
By thee directed let her crofs the brake^ 
That hides, in flow'ry fhrubs, the wily fnalcefj 
But when, in open day, flie fafely treads 
The wide chimpaign, and undeceitfulnieads^ 
Thy narrow footfteps let her trace no more. 
But freely frolic, now the danger '$ o'er I 
Vol. III. R TIio' 
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Tho' ftill fo near thy path flie ibon majr ^^ 
Yet let her keep tby Gorgoo face behind i; 
Tho* ftern thy pow V o'er ftqic hearts may.be, 
She loves but little, who ne'er laugh'd at diee. 

TO A LIZARD. 

J. O this humble cot of mine. 
Gentle ftranger, fafely ftray ! 
No deceit, no dark defign. 

Prompts its tenant to betray J 
Lovely wanderer enter here^ 
Free from danger, free from fear! 

Tho* no grandeur, pomp, or (hew. 

Here allure thy curious eyes. 
Ah! prefumptuous reptile, know, 

'Tis with pomp that danger lies! 
In the poor, but peaceful cell. 
Here, with me, in iafety dweH I / 

Fearlcfs 
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iVarlefs vifit^ift, draw near ! 

Fbce thee «c my frugal board I 
' Seek no delkacks here ; 
' Take the beft it ran afford 1 
Little as there is to fpare. 
Freely take thy tiny (hare 1 

Freely frolic by my fide ! 

Speckled wanton^ wildly roll ! 
While in me you thus confide^ 

Never fear to find control 1 
Here 's no hofiile hand to wound^ 
Sportive wreathe thee round and rouud I 

Yet, my heedjefs gueft, beware 

How you trufl: our favage race^ 
Who can fmile but to enfiiare^ 

And can flab as they embrnce ! 
Truft all elfe that prowls for prey-^ 
Keep from human kind awayl 

R 2 THE 
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THE REASONABLE L'O VE'iit- 

A S O N G. 

• • . .;o 

^LIM up the charms that lend a grace 
To deck the female form, or face, ■ 'i 

Or fair, or brown, or fliort, or tall, 
Th^e 's one for whicii I 'd change *cm b\U ■' 

Altho', 'till then, the nymph poffefs'd 
No more attradions tlian the reft ; 
Superior charms the god fupplies, 
J^ct love but lighten up her eyes. 

Tlie fnowy white, the fallow hue, 
Alike, in tendernefs, I view ; 
The flufhing cheek, that fondly glow^, 
S^iU blends tbfe lily with tlie rofe.. 
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t round my neck her arms entwine, 
d bil^iog^lijjs Jbe.,pffers'd to mine; 
r let thefe lips her paflion tell, 
id on thefe lips each grace fhall d'A^ell. 

d ever bofom feem fo white, 
when it panted with delight? 
• did it e'er fo richly fwell, 
when (he figh'd, " I love thee well?** 

le Nymph may come, for ought I care, 
ith heedlefs fteps, and ruftic air, 
t graceful ftill fhe feems to move, 
bo meets me on the wings of love. 

t form the maid more heav'nly fair 
an Venus was, or Houris are, 
Sff'rence dooms each fweet to die^ 
i dims the luftre of her eye. 

Let 
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Let whining fools whole yiears employ^ 
To melt tlie cdd, or court the coy ; 
If lading charms I e'er can find, 
'Tis in the candid and the kind. 

Let others nicely fcrutinize 
Her Ihape, her colour, and her fixe ; 
One half thofe beauties I'd forbear,— 
For if flie 's fond, (he muft be fair. 



WRITTEN IN JAMAICA, 

IN THE RAINY SEASON, I784. . ) 

OHOULD Noah revive in this region of rail 
He *d imagine his flood was returning again. 
A cotton-tree ark he would fpeedily rcair. 
And to the Blue-Mountains for Ararat ftce 
But his patienCiC was never fo puzded bcforc,- 
For in fix little weeks his old deluge was o'er 

I 



TRIFJ.es in VER5E. 135 

He might fend out bis dove half a twelve-montJi 

together,— 
For here the green branch is no fign of fair wca- 
Pent up in his/^o/iai* were Noah to flay [ther. 
Till the rains ceasM to pour, and the lightnings 

to play, 
A famine would put the whole pack in a pother. 
And be «nd bis catde devour one another. 

ON SOME LADIES 

TAKING OFF£NC£ AT A COPY OF VERSES 
OF MIN£* 

J HO' fqueaniifli Prudes and Bigots rail, 

Ai^ deei^y frowns the Maid I love ; 
Not all their cenfures can avail. 
Where Reafoa does not difapprove. 

. * Foliflk, a mountain proviilon farm. 

Had 
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Had they but weD ccmfider'd twi^. 

They ne'er bad blam'd my barmtefs tdtig; 
If e^er I fceoiM the friend of vice. 

They muft have underftood tne wrong. 

Unconfdous of a worthlefs aim, . 

My honeft heart defpifes guile — 
Oh thought! more pleating far than fameS - 

And fweeter flill than Delia's fmile I 

WRITTjgN IN JAMAICA, 

IN THE DOG-DAYS. 
TO A FRIEND. 

kJ'EK fertile vaks, and mountains green^ 
You bid my wand'ring eye to ftray ; 

And tell me each furrounding fccne 
Affords a fubjeft for my lay. 



"Go 
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^' Go fing yon wild ntftwtVhig ftfeatoj ' 
^\ Tbtc tliro- 4u3iiriani valley r^et ; 

** That now cdkfts the noon-tiJe b^daoi, ' 
'' Now bides bin in the fragrant groves I 

^* Did e'er your boaftcd jiative TwERD 
** In Tuch romantic windings plsy? 

*' Or found be e'er io fair a mead, 
*^ Thro* wjpich to fport his wanton wiy? 

'' Bleak, bare, and barren Cheviot * lowrs; 

^' Chill \% the wind, and keen the froft : 
'^ But thcfe more lofty iiilis of ours 

** Eternal vegeUiion boaft,'* 

My eye, 'tis true, this njoinent views 
The riclieft icenes e'er Poet fiiog ; 

Vet unpropitipus is the Mufe, 
My heart unfir'd, my liarp unftrung. 

* A ridge of mountains on the borders of England and 
%9tland. 



Vol. JIf. S £ 



ay 



138 TRIFLES IN ^ERPJE. 

Say^ what avails the fcented gvovef 
Or what the verdure of the vale? 

Amidft their beauties can we rove]? 
Or can we half their fweets inhale? 

Or what avails the mountain's pride. 
That thus attracts the longing eye ? 

We cannot climb its beauteous fide. 
To tafte the diilant charms we fpy. 

A burning fun, a fultry air. 

Our nerves in liftlefs languor bind j 
Each active principle impair. 

And ev'ry funftion of the mind.. 

In temp'rate climates reign the Nine, 
Where healthful Bards may widely (fa 

There paflion breathes in ev'ry line, 
And fancy kindles all the foul. 
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inderneath thu glowing Iky, ,- 

r firft felicity is base ; 

me in indolence to lie ! 

you the Poet, if you pleafc! 

A DOG-DAY PRAYER. 

Jamaica, 1784. 

more my Mufe can wildly fing^ 
ake her flight on fancy's wing ; 
•aft in fetters, can rchearfe 
jnly fubjcft of her verfe : 
leadly heat that burns my brain^ 
Dlood that boils in ev'ry vein, 
low admit this only pray'r, 
et me breathe a temperate air I 

> flowVy path I alk to tread^ 
erdant hill, nor fertile mead; 

S a No 
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No grove with gaudy foliage crown*d ; 
No ftream to foothe me with its fouud ; 
I alk no laodfcape fair and wide^ 
Nor rural fweets, nor city's pride ; . 
Nor jovial youth?, nor damfels fair — 
Oh J give me but a template air / 

Tho' Nature frown'd upon the foil. 
And Art ne'er deemM it worth his toil ; 
And tho* the defert wilds appear 
In dreary famenefs all the year : 
Yet all that ^s fwect, and all that 's gay^ 
The barren heath might now difplay ; 
1 \\ fancy evVy beauty there,—* 
But let me breathe a temperate air / 
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A PRAYER. 

•I HE rapid blood will have its play. 
And giddy youth his holiday ; 
Thro* paths of pleafore oft I 'vc Ater^Ji, 
The wife had fcorn'd, the prudent fcarM. 
But when the reign of frolic 's o'er, 
And fliort-liv'd tranfporis clurm no more ; 
When fober rdafon fhall review 
The rapturous fcenes that pailion drew. 

And truly paints each thoughtlefs hour 

In which I own*d her mapc powY| 

Oh ! let me find, however gay 

The wanton minutes llipp'd away; 

Alth6' the jovial day fhould roll 

Amidft the madnefs of the bowl ; 

And tho* the more voluptuous night 

Were deeply plung'd in grofs delight ; 

Yet 
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Yet ftill my heart had never known 
A joy which pity would difown 1 
When pleafurc led me niofl adray. 
That feeling ftill preferv'd her fway ! 
And that the hours when folly reign'd 
By cruel falfehood ne'er were ftain'd I 
Let never induftry upbraid 
His ufeful labours unrepaid ! 
Nor once have reafon to repine 
Ke e'er fupply'd a want of mine I 
Ah ! let me fmd no tender maid 
By feign'd or faithlefs love beiray'd I 
Let never pale repentant fair 
Reproach my raptures with a tear! 
Let ne'er the candid and the free 
Repent their confidence in me ! 
Nor ever faithful friend complain 
Of fond affeftion given in «ain ! 
Oh heart ! when all thy faults appear, 
No want of tendernefs be here I 
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id whatfoe'er my failings be, 
'ora curs'd ingratitude be free ! 

ON DISCONTENT. 

lMONGST mankind a gloomy race tliete sfc, 
bo find for ever fubjeds of defpair ; 

them each trivial incident appears 
e fource of forrows, difcontenr, and fears ; 
is chequcr'd life they paint a perfect hell,— 
m o'er its fweets, but on its forrows dwHl. 
joicM to damp the plcaGug hopes of.youth, 
iey widely magnify e;ch mournful truth ; 
«• only aggravate the real woe, 
t fcign'd afflidions from their fancies flow, 
leir minds eternal apprehenfions fill, 

ev^n a poflibility of ill. — 

hat may be fliuno'd, 'tis prudcDce to forefee, 

t only foUy where we cannot flee ; 

Tho' 
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Tho' future evils wcre^asfixy. as fate, 't * 
The wife would: oe^ier^antidiij^te their date; - 
But his unhappy phrenty I deplore. 
Who fighs for fbrrows chance may have in Baxfi 

Berhaps, liy ev'ry prejudice afide. 
His griefs originate from groundlefs pride f 
Too fauguine hope a flattVing profpedl drew^^ 
And felf-conceit had claim'd it as his due; 
Sisecefs as certain his ambition views,— > 

But difappointment probably enfues 

The haughty foul, regretting what 's denied, 
Overlooks the comforts f:^e may have fupplied; 
Tho* to his portion various gifts fhould fall. 
He thinks them nothing, if he gains not all ; 
As foolifli iK^es at firft had led him wrong, • 
His fears are now prop(»'tionably flrong. • 
Me no fuch fancies ever (hjl deprefs,* 
Who aik but little, and cart bear wit(i lefs.; ^ 

Whcnc'e 
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e'er misfortune wounds, as 6ft he may; 
? ©e'er fuk feehcath thcdrfpot's fway ! 
pe and reafori mitigjtte the pain, ' * 

jfokuron fcorrt his iron reign ! 
t me (hade his reahns in endlefs night, 
er view themin* the faireft light ; * ' 
icier clouds'thar threaten to deftroy, 
1, or fartty, fome faint daWil of joy ! 
heahh, and eafe, and competence I find, 
'er ideal griefs difturb my mind ! 
me, paffive to the' will of Heaven, ' ? 

what 's wanting, and enjoy what *s*givcn! 

SONG. 

ay, Florella, were thofe eyes 
J idly made to fhme? 
5 thyhcaTing'bdfom rife ' 
^i without deSgn? 

.in- T Ah! 
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Ah ! does the blood thus wanton play 

In each tranfparent vein? — 
And fair Florella cannot fay^ 

Why fighs the love»fick fwain i 

Ah ! do thy pulfes wildly beat? 

Thy limbs voluptuous move? 
And yet Florella will not meet 

The extacies of love I 

Upon thofe lips of.coral tint. 

So big with balmy blifs. 
Shall not the panting youth imprint 

The long empafTion'd kifs ? 

From that dear tongue let am'rous founds 

In honey'd drops diftil ! 
Or let it, while each heart relsounds. 

More eloquently bill ! 
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Ah ! come, Plorella, fweeteft maid^ 

And btefs my circling arms ! 
I ^11 teach thee there love's tender trade. 

And why he gave thofc charms I 

Thy tutor fliall, with fondeft care. 

The pleafmg taflc inftil ; 
Whilft thou, my dear attentive fair. 

No panicle ihalt fpill. 

A SHREWD REMARK. 

1 HUS once to me Louifa fpoke, 
Jnft half in earned, half in joke : 
*' A brother bard has many a time 
" Made me the fubjeft of his rhynM ; 
*' He call'd me Cclia, Delia, Chloris^ 
" And told me wondrous pretty flories ; 
^^ He M count (tho' numberlefe) my chormi^ 
*^ Which ftill were coupled with his arms; 

T 2 '« My 
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•« tier aaaie. 
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At laft the hd, irt humble profe, 
* Prefum'd his pafTion to difclofe ; 
'* No tender Mufe, no bleeding hearts, 
** No Cupid^ and his winged darts ; — 
** He only begg'd her leave to bring 
*' (What ^s better far) a Wedding King. 
*' Bell knew this language more fincere 
** Than all the verfe e'er charm'd my ear ; 
'* His fuit moft gracioufly fhe heard^ 
'* And fairly took him at his word. 

* Two plain, profaic, plodding aites, 

* Who never vifitcd Parnaffus, 

' (In other words, two good attorneys) 

* Soon fav'd the Mufe all further journeys. 

* The pair ne'er alk'd Apollo's pardon, 

* But trippM to Paul's, in Covcnt^Garden ; 

* Npr fought a bow'r in Cyprian faftiion, 
*.But in York-buildings crown'd their paifion. 



In 



150 TRIFLES IN VERSE. 

'< In love, I fancy ti-uth is fcarcc— 
" Bui doubly doubtful, told in Verje.^* 

Perhaps, Louifa, 'tis too tree 
That thoufarids have been dup'd, like y< 
As for my brethren — Devil mend 'ena !- 
I '11 neither palliate, nor defend 'em,— 
If you '11 politely, beft of creatures. 
Except me from the boft of traitors. 

TO FLORELLA. 

-TxH ! why enquire, too cautious fiiir, 
Hdw long the fire of love can laft? 

No ! be the prefent all our care ! 
Nor mind the future, nor the pafif 

" Wilt thou be long, or ahvays true t *'• 

Zounds ! I'm no prophet more than yo 
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LIBERTY TOO LATE! 

A TALE*. 

A ULL fifty times the all-enlivening fmi 
*Cs annual courfc around the worki had run, 
White poor Akander in a dungeon lay, 
^ once partaking of his gladfonie ray. 
\ gloomy diary his knife had kept, 
^od marked each hour that lazily had crept ; 
fis fole etD{doyuient, thus to weep and tell 
lis long acquaintance with the dreary cell. 
Misfortune, unattended with a crime, 
lad feiz'd the lucklefs debtor in his prime ; 
Ind here had bid him in confinement pine, 
Jfelefs in youth, and helplefs in decline, 
nil royal clemencyi by bleft decree, 
lad op^d tlie gtOte, and fet the prisoners free. 

* Ttktn from a Cbinefe ftoty. 

Sweet 
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Sweet were the founds his liberty that g^Yi^ 
And bade Alcander leave at l^fl; his cave. . .• 
O'erjoy'd, tho* dazzled, with the glare of day,^ 
All nature fmil'd, and feem*d profufely gay;.'« 
On evVy fide each objcft rofe ib new, • . . ♦ ■ 
That heav'rt itfelf feem*d fet beforebis view.-* '• 
On fault*ring footfteps, and with trembling hiflfy 
His joyful wdy. the wond'ring ftranger trac-<(; - 
With glad impatience, he direfts bis road '' 

To the lov'd city, once his youth's abode. 

Fancy her brighteft colourings employs, 
To paint and to anticipate his joys : 
The fond endearments of doroeitic life. 
The duteous children, and the faithful .wife ; < 
With a paternal eye he feems to fee - 
His young defcendents clinging round his knee;^ 
Around the frugal, but the cfaearful board, ■ 
His former friends a»d family rcftor'd, 

Extaiic 
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ExWiC pl^^fure kiudlitig ev'vy eye, 
III fond congr^tutaiiona iis they vie. 
ImaginRlfeit givt^ bim back unc^ niore 
The fceqcf? irf jll |ils h^ppinefs before ; 
WitJ) fhe cqittpanionfi of his youthful days, 
TJiro' .lW4nt$ they Igv'd, ideally, he ftra> < ; 
Arxl ^k$ tbi'm in the g3udy garb they ware 
When ftt)gqhJe youth with beauties glof&'d them 
WWto f v*ry tong-'loft objeft that appears, [o'er ; 
Recals.fhr pkafures of hU early years. 

As nearer to the blififul fcenes he drew, 
More rapt*rou^ ftill his flattering vidons grew. 
At laft^ wilh pjntjng heart, and eager eyes, 
He views Ule city's lofty turrets rife. 
Naw> 4s he prelfcii thro* the bufy (Ireets, 
At ev'ry ftcp hi? piilfc more wildly beats. 
QnppCmgcrpwdsftispryinglobks were throve n, — 
But all^ ^bi«! \vfre equally utiknuwiii 

Vol. in. U TI.0' 



154 TRIFLES IN VE^SE. 

Tho' he at length, explored bis wi;ary way, 
To whcre^ of old, bis heart's whole ir^furc If 
In vain be keenly fearcbes rouDd and round/ 
Not one familiar objeA could be found ! 
Here his once happy, humble dwdOiing (lood. 
Where be bad fondly rearM bis infant brood 
He finds it now no more — but, in its ftead^ 
A marble palace rears its haughty head. 
No neighboring roof the lonely ftranger knows. 
In different models modern manfions rofe. 
No friendly face could memory recal;— . 
Alike unknowing, and unknown to all ! 

Spurn'd from the gaudy portico away. 
Before the gate defpondingly there lay 
A hoary wretch, whom fplendor, pafling by,^. 
Had never honour 'd with a pitying figh; 
Whofe pjaints, unheeded, could no car «ngaj 
Ngr gain a piuance to hi^ helpkfs age. 
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Thd^ grandeur had no pity to bellow^ 
A!cander felt, from fympathy, his woe; 
N<MP only cy*d his fufF'rings with a tear. 
But, of bis prince's bounty, gave him fhare. 
He, in return, thcfe dreadful tidings gave : 
Ali:ander's fpoufe had forrow'd to the grave ; 
A liogVing death at laft had laid her low,-*- 
An equal facrifice to want and woe. 
In diflant climes his fcatter'd offspring roam. 
To feek a maintenance denied at home. 
Of all that had an int'reft in his heart, 
Abfence had fpme, but death the greater part. 

Plun g'd in defpair, from hope's mofttow'ring 
The aged mourner execrates the light : [height^ 
Straight to the palace of his prince he goes- 
Alas ! no prince could mitigate his woes I 
His rcv'rcnd afpedl, and his hoary hair. 
And grief fo ftrongly piftur'd in his air^ 

U 2 A 
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A quick admifiion to Wt foVt^rtgti'firt*^ i iA 

Whofe firft xmthuton wai^ to bks^s minlsiiu).' A ' 

Before i\vi throne th^ proClrate fupf^liant trJesJ 

'* Rcfurtic, great priiicf, the gift I camx)t pr'ttfel 

" Miftak^n mercy let the captive free-*- 

*^ Bin freedom has no happinefs fbr me! ^ miA 

^' The* rtreams of blils aroutid me feem tb roH, 

*^ A third, I cannot quet)ch> coiifutnes my forfl 

" My wife, my friends, my pfogcny, aft gddfc:;! 

** And, 'midft thel'e muhitudes^ I'm left akw^l^- 

^^ The crowdtd chy, witere thy millions dwell, i 

'^ To me ift folitary as my cell ! 

♦ ^ Secluded there from ev*ry fcornful eye, 

*• Unletn my tears might flow, unheird my fl^h 5 

*' Aniidft ecern&l gloom Tequefter'd there, 

^•' PU fee no happuicfs I cannot fharfe; • - 

^^ And, in my folitude, the lefs repine 

*' That fecial pleafures tan no mdre be mine* 

*^ The difnial dungeon, I fo long have known,, 

*^ Is now the only home I e'er can own ; 

'' Ah! 
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'* Ah ! let me iterf life's fe«ble remna&l wade^ 
^* And take tbe liberty I cannot. tafte!'* 

(SilUpRix'p the monarch hearctthe (siteous 

pray'r, 
\nd feal'd his acquiefcence with a tear. 

So ftrong, fo fweet, the tender fecial tics, 
The blift cf liberty without thctti dies • 
iVhile the ddrk dungeon may delightful prove, 
[f footh'd with the fociety wc love • I 



* By the bye, tlnst^ is fometbing M^ih in this luft 
rentixn«ot.*--lt puts me a little in mind of the Sailfir's let- 
ter to his friends, informing them that he was deep in a 
iongeon, and that he hoped his few linei Ih6uld find them 
n the fame. 



TO 
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TO FLORfiLtA. 

SxH ! why delay the Iong-e3q>eacd booD?-* 
^' The gift is doubled that is granted foonr . 
So, dear Florella, have I faid before. 
And tell it thee, fweet infidel, once more. 
Its truth incontroveriible will prove 
In all our wiflies — but moft flrong in love. 
For cddnefs cures, no lefs than kindnefs cloys^- 
And paflion only gives extatic joys. 
The prudifli maid, who makes the lover wait, 
Confers no favour— when it comes too late. 
Ah ! why the glowing happinefs delay ?--^ 
' Twcre faint to-morrow— but 'twere fierce to-tls 
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TO THE SAME. 

JL HE .brute, when with fruition cloy'd, 
Defcrts the mate he has enjoy M ; 
The fhort-liv'd blifs infpires no fenfe 
Of obligation due from thence. 

But man, of feelings more refin*d, 
When beauty is completely kind, 
Altbo' enjoyment quench defire, 
From gratitude revives the fire. 

Then bafle, Florella! hafte, my dear! 
Nor fear to find a falfehood here I 
For, fhould fierce paffion ceafe to glow, 
I '11 ftill return the joys I ove* 



i6o TIUFLSS IN YE^Sil, 

TO THE ' 

q^UEEN CHARLOTTE 

PACKET-BOAT, 
GETTING UNDER WEIOH FOR ENCLA^D 

Jamaica^ (?c7. 4* 1784. 

JriAIL ! happy bnrk, whofc joyous fei'* 
Are fpread to meet the welcome gales ! 
How fvveet the beating billows roar, 
That waft thee to Britannia's fliorc \ 

Like her whftCe royal name you hear. 
From many a cheek go wipe a tear! 
Like her to troubled mind* give peace. 
And bid the fobs of forrow ceafei 

Hafte, friendly bark, acrofs the main. 
To foothe each anxious parent's pain I 
Speak comfort to each feeling heart. 
That knows the worft of pangs— /o part / 
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Ah! foftly foothe each rvirgin's ear, 
Vho mourns hcp lover exil'd Jiere* I : 
["his pray'r I breathe^ from int'reft free— • 
^o brilliaut eye is dimmed for me ! . , , 

But hafte ! ah kindly hafte ! to tell 
Thofe tender hearts I love fo well, ' 
That friendlhip undiminifhM glows,— 
The higheft blifs my bofom knows ! 

But can thy utmoft powers difplay 
3ne half my faultVing lips Would fay ? 
Thou canft not fpeak like paffion's eye, 
^or paint the cheek of changing dye ! 



* I am far from intending any difadyaotageaus^ or un* 
aft reflection on this beautiful ifland — my meaning is^ that 
:be moft delightful region may be confidered as a place 
>f banifluncnt, when fepatated from thole we love. 
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Tho' feeble be thy utmoft ffldll. 
Yet, gentle bvk, exert it (till! 
Ah! nny no adverfe breezes blow. 
While on the wings of love you gof 

Ah ! may no envious rodcs betray ! 
Nor ftorms impede thy friendly way ! 
Safe o'er the bounding Inllows bore. 
Hade, happy bark, to Briuin's fhore ! 

TO VANISSA. 

V ANISSA, when your lovers vow 
To be for ever fond as now. 
Believe not what romancers fay, 
Who only flatter to bedray I 
Eternity, in love, my dear. 
Is little longer than the year. 
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TO THE SAME. 

OHALL fleeting beauty feek eternal fway ? 
Then bid that beauty never feel decay I 
And^ when you flourifh in immortal youth^ 
ExpeA eternal conflancy and truth ! 

SONG. 

IN O garbs more oppofite appear 
Than thofe I *d wifh my love to wear : 
To others let her feem fo cold, 
To awe the boldeft of the bold ! 

But when alon^ with love and me^ 
Be (he the freeft of the free I * 
And let her, loft in amVous play. 
To each lafcivious wife give way ! 

X 2 Nor 
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Nor let the wanton nymph conceal 
Tlie genial bills /he joys to fed ; 
But all her foul to love refign. 
Arid by her joys redouble mine ! 

To Cupid fiich my pray'r flicuKl bf^ 
An<l fuch the motley nymph for mc ! 
Give mc Diana, while 'tis light ! 
But give me Venus all the night ! 

TO THE SUNf. 
Jamaica, 06ioher, 1784. 

iN OW" from Britannia's chilly ftiorc 
Thou haft withdrawn thy fummer's ray ; 

Her natives now thy fmiles deplore. 
And grieve to fee thee roll away. 
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The wither^ leaf, tfie fading flpwV, 

Grim winter's hear approach foretell ; 
The Briton dreads his frigid pow'r, 

And longs in warmer climes to dwell ; 

« 
In regions of the torrid zone, 

Where everlafting fummer reigns, 

Rrjght realms that Phoebus calls his own. 

Gay groves, and ever-verdant plains. 

* he mountaineer but little knows. 
Who fhivers on the northern heath, 

* hat health is mingled wiih his fnows, 

And that thy near approach is death I 

'^h ! glorious luminary, why 

Thus dart on us thy fierceft beams? 

^VhUe underneath a northern Iky 
Thy feebleft ray delightful feems. 

Withdraw, 
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Withdraw, bright ppwV, thy deadly fmilc, 
Whofe fervour pierces to the foul ! 

Let gloomy cloads o'erfpread the ifle I 
Let torrents pour, and thunders roll! ^ 

Tho' the big winds in tempefts roar. 
And the keen lightnings fiercely fly. 

The ftorms, that rage from fhorc to fhcre, 
Are milder than thy cloudlefs iky ! 

EXTEMPORE. 

If fortune fmile, 1*11 meet the nymph with jc 
But never mind her, if the jade be coy ! 
To groveling cares I '11 be no more a prey— 
With my Segar, I '11 puff them all away ! 
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A SOLDIER'S SONG. 

) W fweet the hours of paflion's fleep ! 
eart to ache, no eye to weep ! 
/ild impatience of dehy, 
/iih the yxzry hours away ! 

) fevVifh heat, that fires the brain ! 
lood, that fwells the boijing vein ! 
3nd delire, no loofe delight^ 
;eal the iluoibers of the night ! 

here-e*er by Fate he 's doom'd to go, 
fultry fands, or hills of fnow ; 
k rudeft winds, and roughed feas, 
heart of freedom feels at ea(c ! 



Then, 
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Then, fii)ce uncertain is our hie. 
Be fuch the foldier's carclefs ffatef 
Siill be lie roader of his mind. 
Nor feel a wifli to lag behind ! 

By amVous fetters flightly bound, 
When drums fliall beat, and fifds fliall found 
Let parting pangs no heart appal. 
But welcome be the gen*ral's call ! 

As round the world we widely roanJ, 
And know no lazy, lafting home, 
Be ftill, while thus we relihefs rove> 
The route the remedy for love I 



TAirLtS IN VERSt. 169 
A VINDICATION 

OF l-riiS J*llfcSEi4't ACE. 
Jamaica, , 17S4. 

y hoary foolsj ami antient virgins fay, 
r "jJtvM tiiorld Jeg en* rates ev'fy day ;*^ 
in fj>ite of them, will not allow, 
;'cr tlic world was better than 'tis now ;— * 
)n rtjy coijfdefKe ! I have often fwore, 
orld was never half fo j^od before, 
/Vend babblers {reverend hom yonf age*) 
lit your eyes o'er the hiftoric page, 
z\\ me wlieti fo bright has virtue ihonc, 

I wifli to change the acra whh our own ! 

5 our firft paf ents left thr r hopeful brood, 
faw iheir hands embruM in brother's blooiK 

II the chronicles of antiem times 

ut the (hocking catalogues of ciimes. 

-T.. IIL Y U 
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In vaiti the Roman virtues you difplayTT!* i 
The virtuous Romans—- who the dfeoce.we 
Begot in ravifhment, in rapine bred^ .[thcp? 
Narrow their bounds, and thin the tribes they W^ 
Some rigid virtues ftill.we mud extol, > i • 
Zeal for the flat*, and fteadinefs of foul ;■,. .-a; 
But is the world depifted to our view 
By one fmall town, that Italy fcarce kuml 
To aggrandize this paultry powV they vied, . 
And grew the foes of all mankind beHde. 
You praife their abftinence, and (imple fare;— 
I fay, that poverty prefided there : 
So, the poor Irishman potatoes rear. 
And oatmeal makes a Highlander good chcar; 
Yet when in happier lands thl!y find relief. 
They play the glutton on good English- beef. 
The Carthaginians fcaPd the Alpine hills, 
Unaw'd by all the elemental ills ; 
Nor third, nor hunger ever could fubdue / 
The template Hanj^ibal's abftenuoui crew; 

Tet 
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Yet never alderman lov'd turtle more, 
Than they the dainties Capua had in flore. 
When Rome iti all her pageantry we find. 
The proud, defpotic miftrefs of mankind, 
'Saj^, can you emulate, in modern days. 
The horrid fcenes her hiftory difplays ? 
On the fame couch with luxury there lay 
Malice to ftab, and falfehood to betray ! 
Where pleafure glided her voluptuous flood. 
Her lucid fountains mix'd with ilreams of b^ood ! 

Or, would you wifli thofe Gothic days again. 
When favage hords o'^rpow'rM the Roman 
Nor only bath'd in blood imperial Rome, [reign j 
But buried fcience in the tyrant's tomb? 

Or, caft your mcm'ry on that vagrant band. 
Whom God himfelf had led to promised land. 
And thank your ftars that never modern fees,. 
A race of fcoundrels half fo bad as thefe ! 

Y2 Or, 
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Oil, are thofe times acceptable to you, ^. 
Your wretched anccftors in Biutain knew;' 
VViiCn kindred ilaie> eteniijl variance kqJl,. .". • ■ 
VViien war nt''er ceas'd, and rancour never (Ipp^? 
Say, would yon vvilh thofe l.K'age days reftarMi: 
When fiery clans ol>eyM a fd(.^i:ious kvrd j 
Ere haughty fouls acknowledged civil laws, 
Bui; brwtal i^rcugth decided every caufc; 
Ere ruthlcfs war as yet had karn*d t» fpar& 
The vanquilh'd combatant, or captive fair ? 

Cam you admire the madnefs of the iage, .- 
Tiiat gave krjights-crrant the crufading ragc^ : 
And bade tlK)fe venerable ruffians roam, . 
To f:ud a death far diftant fronr their horned 
With holy phrenzy thofe fanatics flew, . .;^ 

To murder nations whom they never knew ; 
And vainly fancied tliis the faireft road 
'i'o Kcav'r.ly Grace, to Qlory, and to God; ^ .'• 

Ok, 
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Or, do you ftile ihe gloomy age divine, 
iVben fuperflition flainM the bloody fliriiie; 
"Whfn bigot tyrants had at once confinM 
By chnins the body, and by fears the mind ? 
K»ch fed had found a paflage of their own, 
A liarrow path, which led to hcav'n alone ; 
For fruitlcfs faiths fanatic furies fought. 
And barr'd all others but the gate ihey fought. 
Religion (holy, profiituted name !) 
Led to the flake, and lighted up the flame ! 
Then priefls were cruel, ignorant, and blind, 
The pefts, and not the paftors, of inankind ; 
Thofc fuUen zealots little underftood, 
That true religion lies in doing gOQd^ 
Grooi fenfe, and found philofophy mulj fay, 
Se this accompliih'd, what avails the way ? 

What horrid vices brand the prefent age, 
Whi ch ^l^us the dotard vie ws with gr oundlefs rage ? 

Wc 
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We take oar bottle freely, I ^I agree, 
But bloody Vandals drank as hard as we. ' 
Wc love a weuch as much, perhaps, — not md^ 
'Jlian prophets, pricfts, and patriarchs before 
The wildeft buck that riots it in red. 
Whores Icfs by half than holy David did; 
Wifdoni, indt^ed, is not the foldier's prize. 
Yet he is clufte to Solomon the ivi/e. 
A ruffian ftill may rob the rich man's ftorc; 
But realms were pillag'd in the days of yore*- 
(Or, if fuch rapine (biiu our latter times, 
Purfue Europeans over Indian climes !) ' 
A fingle -villain now may ftrike a blow. 
Where nations bled fome centuries ago; 
One foolilh feclary lus zeal difplays. 
Where half a people felt the fires to blaze. 
Tho' ffiU ambition amongft men prevail. 
Yet now no more are empires fet to die. 
Tho' lawyers flill will quibble for a fee,' 
Yet juftice fometimes dictates the decree. 

T 
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*"Tho' foldiers rat,hcr fight for pay than not, 
X'^or pay alone tlicy feidom cut a throat*. 
INp defpot now the body can control, — 
Tair lefs impofe his fliackles on the foul. 

Such is, at leaft, the ftatcthat Britons fee; 
And may, like Britons, all mnnkind be free ! 
Whatever tint the hand of Heav'n embrue. 
The white, the fallow, or the fable hue, 
Again be granted to each burden'd flave, 
The gift of liberty that ^slature gave f ! 
For even now, 1 own it with a (igb, 
A crowd of wretches meet my pitying eye ! 
I could almoft, at fuch a horrid view, 
Defert my caufe, and carfe the age like you. 

• The printers oC a Kingfton newfpciper have lately 
had the audacity to tarm us, '* the cut-tbroat rninions of 
arbitrary power. " 

t This is the. idle wifh of benevolence^ which can nei 
vef poffibly be gratified. 

Yet 
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Yet when I take a rtftrofpei^ ag*»Jii, 

Of millions fetter'd, and of millions Hain, 

I find, comparatively, bondage o'er,-^ 

Por one now bows, where thouFands bent before. 

••••r: 

Thk N ceafe, grave gra ybeards, falfely^ to accufel 
This lib'ral age of fcience, and the Mufel . ' 
This gentle age, that venerates the fair! 
When vice is pr lilh*d, and when crimes are rare ; 
When fuperflition (hriijcs from public view; 
And war himfelf aflumes a Ibfter hue. 
The world is bad (to let the truth be tdd ;) 
BuTnroer ivas it half fa goad of old ** 

* I could have enlarged 3 good deal ilpoti thi? iXtbje^V 
had I pofTcflcd the requifite^ of patience and perfeverance. 
The above is a hafty produ^Stion, as mine generaily 
are ; the whole of it, except the digrefSon 00 ilarery, 
having been written one evening after tattoo beating, 
over a glafs of grog and a fcgar. 

SONG. 
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SONG. 

1 HERE was a time I loath'd the light, 
That gave riot Daphne to my fight ; 
To me how tedious was the day, 
XJnlefs on Daphne^s breaft I lay ! 

Alone, how irkfome was the night ! 
But, fpent .with Daphne, all delight f 
My Daphne was my only dream, 
My life, my foul, my thought, my theme ! 

But reafon foon return'd again. 
And fleeting was fair Daphne's reign ! 
The fierceft paflion 's fooneft part, 
And love, too lavJJfj, will not laft ! 

Vot. IIL Z When 



173 tRlP?L£8 IN VER5R 

When deareft Daphne was BWSLy, 
I *ve curs*d each moment of her ftay j— . 
Yet year has foUowM after year. 
And Daphne never coft a tear. 

To other nymphs I Ve tun'd my lays,-*- 
But not a line to Daphne's praife. • j 

With whatfoever fair I toy. 
No thought of Daphne damps my joy. 

My lips have long forgot her name^ 
And not a (igh for Daphne came; 
No Daphne in my heart I.find;r- 
Nay, fcarce a Daphne in my piind. 



ALMASSA 
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ALMASSA ALT CAWN - 

TO THE HIGH AND MIGHTY SERVANT 

OF THE MOST POWERFUL PRINCE, 

GEORGE KING OF GREAT BRITAIN. 

U NTO the wife, magnificent, and great. 
The mighty Mailer of her Ali's fate, 
(Mild be thy heart, and merciiul thine ear!) 
The humbled (lave of mifery draws near ! 

So, may thy God eternal Wcflings fiiowV, 
And crown thee ever with increafing pow'r ; 
Around thy head the fun of glory fcinc. 
And fplendor, wealth, and happinefs be thine ! 
Wide to thy race the gates of joy be fpread. 
And paths of pleafure let them ever tread ! 
May never forrow damp thy day's delight ! 
Nor cares difturb the {lumbers of thy night ! 

Z 2 Let 



x8o TR^^i-ES LN Vf J*«E« ^ 
Let foft repofe thy filken fopha feek, 
And pwce ftUI prefs her pilUpjVf riq.fbyycbeckl 
And oft as fieep (hall fe4 thy t^Jefs.^y^s^,. ill 
Iniaginaiipn give thee all h^rjpx^i 1(1 

In times far diftant, when, from lejngth of yefir%i/ 
The peaceful ev'iiing of thyjife appears, . y ..ji 
Whep death his curtain gently feems to clofe .' 
Around its foundeft and its la ft repofe, . . ..; 
Let watchful angels, with the tendVeft care,. ; 
Sigh fcftly round, and breathe a fragrant air I 
And let them guard ihee from each ruder \}l^, : 
That might extinguifti glimmVing life too faft I . 
When thou flialt gently yield thy parting breatbi^^ 
I .et the foft feraphs foothe the Itrokc of death I : 
And let them waft thee to thy Christian God, - 
Where-e'er he fixes his fublime abode ! 
1 boe may 'it thou bathe thee amidft floods of jojr. 
Which never terminate, and never cloy! 



Oh! 
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Oh ! then, ccfflpaffionately hear my pray'r !— 
le voice 6( (brrow urges thee to fpare ! 
I ! mingle grandeur with a fofter grace, 
id ipare the father of my infant race ! 
le faithful hufband of the foiideft wife,— 
,' all that 's dear — oh fave my Ali*s lift ! 
I think that Almas is by blood unftainM! 

no iniquity his wealth was gain'd !— 
Dm a long line of anceftors it came, 

(]>otIefs virtue, and illuftrious name; 
bo here, in fafety, held their native ftore, 
eHuROPF/s fons molefted Indians fhore! 
d reap'd, in peace, Hindost an*s fertile plains^ 
s Britain's thunder barr'd our fathers reigns ! 

Thy God, who tells thee that " Thou /halt not 
's not the blood of ianocence to fpill • [i///, '• 
farve the precept thine own law has gtven> 

d yield obedience to the will of Heaven! 

Give 



T 
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Give. me my Almas 1 give, me back my ]!M\ 
Let but my children's father be rcflcyy !— 
Then take whatever thine avarice can crave !'^ 
The fatal treafures whkb our fathers ga'vcf' 
Take ev'ry jewel ! ftize on ev'ry gem! 
Our gold and lilver 1 — fate thyfelf with theinr 
Oh ! take from gratitude, what force can give- 
But let my lord, my love, my Almas live! 
For round his. heart the milk of kbdnels flows. 
Arid in his eye the fire of virtue glows I 
My hdplefs children, Jli^s children, pray 
Thou wilt not take their fathcr^s life away ! 
By the humanity, you oft proclaim. 
That glows within the fair European frame I 
(And, fure! fome goodnefs under forms mull lie, 
That foit the native children of the Iky ?) 
By British generoiicy of foul, 
T|^t will not bear (nor, furely I give) control! 



By 
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By all the virtues of thy British Queen ! 
|fer fpotlels life, her innocence fcrene ! 
Her num'roas offspring, her niaiernaj lore !— 
By whatfoever has the pow'r to move ! 
Oh! let my children's tears their (ire obtain, 
And give my hufband to my arms agaiB ! 
Nor let the inftrument of death deftroy 
His lovely form, the fource of all my joy ! 
Thro' defert paths, contentedly we '11 roam, 
Qr make the humbled but our happy home ! 
Or we will till thofe fields, without a groan. 
My lordly Almas once could call his own! 
(Thoie fruitful fields too rich a harveflfljcr^, 
That tempted Britons to our pieaccful fhore f) 
Give us my love, we '11 blefs the lowed date, 
Npr once remember we were rich and great! 



Thy 
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Thy God will blefs^tby country muftapproK^ 
And we fhall-praife ihec witli .the lips of love.* J 



ON PKRUSING - 

A PLAN OF EDUCATION 

PR19POSED BY 
A VERY GREAT AND LEARNED MAN^ 

W H AT idle theories amufe the wife. 

Which common fenfe had taught tlicm to defpile! 

The deepeft v^ifdom often has devisM, r * 

What folly fees could ne'er be realiz'd. 

Forgive, Philofopher, the humble lays^^ 

That dare detract one atom from thy praife 1 

... . > 

* The above is little more than a verfification of the . 
letter publllhed in the papers, as a literal tranflation of 
the original laid to have been written by this unfortu- 
nate princefs to Governor H-^«— '. 



But 
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Uut when this fyficm you profoundly drew, 
This trifliog circumftanfce cfcap'd ^^ur vicw^ 
Thaf life is fleeting, v^hcn it longcft wears,— 
And never reaches near a thouf and years. 
Thro* wakeful nights, and fedencary days, 
The man of ftudy rapidly decays! 

Why iliould a lifetime vainly be employ M> 
In queft of knowledge, ne'er to be enjay'd ? 
Why fcicxKC after fcience (till acquire^ 
Until the feafon of their ufe expired 
Once hi an age a prodigy may rife, 
Alike fuccefsfol, wbatfoeV he tries; 
Yet, tho* to one &ch faculties ihouU fall. 
Life were too fliort to profecute them all ! 
MofV, by attention, may fome ufks fubdue; 
Biit facile genius falls but to a few. 

Should half mankind fagacioufly purfue 
The plan of ftudy here laid down by you, 
Vol. III. A a What 
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What could fociety derive from thcfe. 
Their menul labour, and corporeal eafe{ » 
If for themfelves, their ftudyfsyw indeed Wi 
Were all to publifh, who the deupe would re«d7 
The few of great abilities Jioffcfi^'d^ ;>:i // 

Jn juflice, ought to ftudy for the reft, ■ ^U 

But were the greater number of mankind 
In cloiets^ or in colleges confin'd ; 
Who, then, were found for bus*nels, or commaod..^ 
To fcour the ocean, or defend the land ? k *i ' 
Did each alike make ev'ry art his own, . 
Who would defcend to pradtife one alpne? 
Then, loft in learning, commerce were no m<tf e|i4- 
For lazy fchoolmen loiter on the fhore. ; 

Would proud Plulofophy himfelf degrade 
In manufactures, or in fordid trade i > / 

Then might each humbler, ufeful art (bnd iliH,; 
While ev'ry pedant plied the pompous quiU. 

PtfK SUING 
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Pursuing ktibwledge he can never ufe, 
Thro* vague hypothefis, and points abftrqfe, 
The anxious fcholar wades his life away. 
Without a moment cither glad or gay ! 
He has no Jeifure minutes to beftow. 
To pity^ or perceive another's woe ; 
Far lefs the time, tho* fortune fhould allow. 
To foften want, or fmooth the wretch's brow ; 
From worldly cares abf^a^Ung all his mind, 
It he the benefador of mankind ? 

How can his vanity pretend to teach 
A kind of knowledge he can never reach ? 
He, whofe reclufe, unvaried hours flip on, 
'Midft mufty volumes, filent, and alone ; 
Too felf-opinionated, and too proud. 
To condefcend to mingle with the crowd ; 
Has Jie, whatever his dumb preceptors tell, 
Acccfs to ftudy human nature well ? 

Aa 2 Or 
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Or of the paflions properly decide, 
Whofc only paflion is pcdanlk pride ? 

He lofes life^ to purclmfe^ after .ill. 
Attainments {till coniparatively fmall ! 
Ere he acquire oiie tenth he had propos'd^ 
The fchemes of vanity in death arc cWd J 
If after deaths no future ftate remain'd, 
To little purpofe all he had attain'd 2 • ' 

To blighter regions if the fph-it flies. 
Could he improve the knowledge of the Ikies? 

Instead ofwifdom, give me common-fenfc— 
Not letirning purchased at a life's expience ! 
Jkfore all joys that knowledge can impart^ 
Be mine to comfort one afliided heart } 



Give 
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Give me the fcience^ to ny foul (b dear. 
To leave a tranfport where I found a tear* ! 
And give me ftill, where-e'er my (leps I bend. 
That beft of bleflings, a dcferving friend ! 
They who from wifdoni never deign to ftray. 
May tread a fafe, but not a pleafant way ; 
To deviate far, endangers wr retreat, — 
But well-tim'd folly is extremely fvveet ! 
Let me ne'er winder very, far aftray— f 
Yet ftill v/i;h folly let mc fometimes play ! 
Give me the gay, exhilarating bowl. 
The harmlefs frolic, and the focial foul I 



* Conilder, oh Son of Ilumanity ! if thou haft jiot fome- 
times done the revcrfe, and, *^ >vhere thou foundeft a tran- 
fport, left a tear /''—We generally write in the fobcr mo- 
ments of refie Aion, but, imfortunately, adf too often un- 
der the influence of paflion.^ohn the Bard, and Jack the 
Buck, are too very oppoCte chara^Slers. 

But 
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But of all follies, be Jt.mine to/grpm 
The fierccft raptures of fuccefsful Ipvc ! 
Give me, ye gods, enjoyments fuch as thefe^ 
And let them be philofopbers v^ho pkafei 



SONG. 

JL HE love, my Lesbia, ne'er was ftrong. 
That found a vent in flattVing fong ; . 
The heart is ccld, the pulfe is ftill. 
That guide the raoft impaflion'd quill. 

But vje, my Less i a, have no time, 
No paufe of joy, to fpare for rhyme; 
Yet ev'ry glowing kifs can tell 
I love jny Lesbta wond'rous well I 



The 
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The feeble paflion^ dull and drear, 
That glimmers on from year to year ; 
The flame that faintly fires the hear*, 
May want the Poet's fulfome arc : 

But ours, the child of fierce defires. 
That brightly burns, but foon expires. 
In blifs that words could ne'er convey, 
Tho' faft, (hall fondly wafte away ! 

G)nfound the Mufe that dare deftroy 
One moment big with genial joy ! 
By this I and this, with love replete ! 
No verfe was ever half fo fweet ! 

By this ! and this ! and this again ! 
Believe me, Lesbi a, verfe is vain ! 
Let fonnets tickle Sylvia's ear — 
I '11 tell thee fomcthing more liiicere 1 

END OF VOLUME THIRD. 



1 



CONTENTS 

OF 

VOLUME FIRST. 



Bte 



Page 

ipiLon on a Watcb, I 

Sweets of Sleep, 2 

Critic, 10 

Difcoverer, la 

Stoic, ^ 13 

Female Wit, 14 

Atheift, 15 

\morous EpUUe, j 7 

^nce, 19 

ppoiDtmenty ib. 

Mr " ' ^ 20 
Mr VVilkinfon, Manager of the Theatre 

oyal, Edinburgh, 21 

BW A 



194 CO^^TENTS OJ^rVOLvi* 

R 
A Truce to Defpair, ,. ^ . 
The Fanatic's Sabbatli, 
To Mr Bailey, of the Theatre Ri^yal^ Edin;; 

burgh. On his Farewell Addrefs^ Ijfto*.. 
Laconic Defcription of a Lover, 
To Hope, 

To ^,Efq. 

The Wretch in May, 

On Mr WalPs Le^hire on Hearts^ 

To the Dealers in PrediOion. 

The Sea Captain. Suppofed to be writtoi 

by to • 

Fafhion i or, the Force of Habit. To rr--. 

^,fifq- 

Xo Mr > Teacher of Drawing,^ 

To , Efq, 

.The Impoftor Deteded. A truelloryr 

AndriJ to WaiWngton, 

T9 Mr ■ '■ ■ , Watchmaker and Polltiqan, 

1 



CONTENTS Orvdt. I. 195 

Page 
I'he DiftrefTes of an Edinborgh ^k with^ 

out money, ^ 44 

Thfe Buck*s rrieridfliip, 47 

^e Taknts of an Edinburgh Blood, 48 

Chi Viewing the Remains of the Romifli Cfaa- 
' pel, deftroyed by the Edinburgh Mob, 50 

To , Efq. 52 

To the Rev. .Dr Du Cfaere, on si Sermon 

preached in the Old Etiglilh Chapel at £- 
• dinbtirgb, December iq. 1780, ii. 

To Hooeilus, 54 

Amafio to Philario, 55 

The Man of Virtue's Addrefs co the Night, 61 
Paraphrafes of Latin Verfes and Sentences^ 
. defigned as Mottos for Periodical Papers, 63 
Solitude in Grief, 67 

•Roebuck to Rakehell, lA. 

fk Ballad, on the Illumination^fbr th^ Ac<^it- 
^ tal of T-iord (3— — e G~.^.-q, ~ ' 69 

Bb 2 To 



196 cbN^^E^r^ bY^^ti4: 

. Pag 

To the Memotya^CitptkSlfS]^lie^,^W!il}c^ 
in the 17th year of his age/- ^''^'•'' -*' » '"^^ 

DclTcacy. To • '^•'^■- -^3^ 

Imagination, •• • / .calk^ 

To the Pcdagogocs of Great Britain^ ' >^- '• ? 
To % Dog, 7 

The Slave of Care, - •« 

To Mr , Student rf Phyfic, Edinb«1P|^, « 

To Mr -, Ecfinburgb, H 

To Mr , Theatre Royal, Edinborgl^' U 

Dedication of a fmall ColIe£)ioh of by PoeoidL ^ 

To my Friends. ''..i'--'4 

The Suicide. To Alexis. « 

Sufceptibility, -'^ 

Written on the Banks of Efk, " '^ 

An Evening's Wifli, • ■'-• il 

Defpondency, - ' ■•■: >^ -a ■ ^.■,^.\^ 

Tlie A&iife (tfTime^ :t^.^v u ;.>. -..y^ 

A' Moderate Prayer, ■' "" — ^^9 

Eicteinpor 



coN^E^Ts OF -vat. ^ 


^97 


*.,£... 


Page 


Exttoqporc in lijy^fe Chwcb-yai^ 


95 


Oredulds to Malevolus, . 


^ 


The Conflia, ^ ^ . 


100 


Qk)oin> Reflexions in London, 


ib. 


'J'o the Memory pf M^jor M^joribanks^ 


*" 


(^^te of the 19th Regiment of Foot, 


103 


Impromptu, 


106 


T^aBeggar, 


»*. 


Yf ri tten in KenCngton Gardens, near London, 108 


To Saphira, 


no 


To Dilappoiotment, written in the Bird 




-.•Cage Walk, St James's Park, 


III 


Qn my Birth-day, 


113 


Gf ief of Heart, 


V3 


ToMr , 


i». 



Ifo Damon, ir^ 

Invocation to Hope, ih. 
Tbe Adept m Grief. Written in>thpQ]r;ced 

; .JPark, London. • ..:- . „ 115 



jf9 CONTENTS Ol^VXJL.*'!* 

r 

To viWormp - -i:':,:;^.'-* > .^ --n* 

Written on a Homer, 

To the Pcftman, 

Toa Butterfly, 

The Soldier^s Creed, ." 

Xhe Vapours, 

M^y Queen of Scotland's Farewell, 

A Weaknefs of the Heart, 

Pacaphrafe of part of the firft chap, of Ifaiah^ 

/^vice to a Rover, 

To a Stoic, 

■JTAe Art of ScandaK To Malignar ^ ~ 

XoFlorio, 

To Mr , 

The Teft of Merit, 

On ExpeAation, 

To Florio, 

An Apology for Poetic Pride* To— — ^. 

Tq Captain , '*- • 

Extempore, 

Glori 



CONTENTS OF VOL. 1. 199 

f • Page 

Gloriana, the Kcutifli Belle. A Character. 144 

!Fo Amanda^ 148 

fJii Gaming, 150 

On Reputation. To a Man of Pjcafure. - 151 

A Military Exhortation, 1 j2 

The Inconfiftent Friendfhip. To Mr — 

• 153 

To the Same, ij;4 

To Mifs , of Lambeth in Surry, 155 

Ta Mifs , Piccadilly, London, 156 

To Buclc S: , ,^7 

A Seafonable Reproof, i rp 

AReafonable Prayer, ib. 

Ilcfleftions of a Sentimental Adulterer. To 

Amorofa. i5q 
A Rake*s £xcufe for his Incondancy. To 

Chloc. 162 
The Art of Shining in Convcrfation. To 

Pompofus. i^j 



tlT 



• < ) 



» V I , 



S 



CONTENTS 

O F 

VOLUME SECOND. 



Page 

Jcb*s Complaint and Confolation,^ .f 

To Mr -, 14 

Written in a Village, 17 

The Proflitute's Complaint, ] 8 

The Gamefter, 23 

To , 24 

The Dafjgers of Publication. To my Friends 
cntrufted with the cuftqjdy of my little 

Poems. 25 
Scnfibility. To Myfelf, on boafting of Eafe 

and Indifference of Mind. 27 

A Change of Tafte. (Written in a Village). 29 

C c Thoughts 



202 CONTENTS OF VOL. U. 



Thoughts on Leaving Briuiii, ' ^ 

An Apology for Female Frailty in Love^ 3 
Wildair. A Charadcr. 3 

ToMonimiay -f 

The Affinity of Joy and Grief, 3; 

To Monimia. On her defiring 2 Perufal of 

fome of my Poems. 4< 

To Mr Macklin, of Covent Garden Theatre, 

on his Comedy of the Man of the World, 4: 
To Monimia, 4; 

The Power of Abfence. Infcribed to Nar- 

cifllis. 4^ 

Love Preferred to Fame, 4< 

A Requeft. To Monimia. 4; 

To a Gentleman, on dropping a Dilpute 

with him, • -4< 

To Monimia, 5< 

Intended 



CONTENTS OF YOU H. 203 
; ; Page 

'Intended for the Condulion of aSmall^Col-' 
( ledionofmy Poems^Pcerentsedtpafrknd, 52 
The Incfficacy of Retirement, 53 

.Refledions when in ExpeAation of leaving 
- Britain, 56 

Dreams of Love. To Monimia. 57 

Written on a Window. To Monimia. 6r 

Extempore. On a Lady, 1^. 

The True Philofopher, 62 

On Diflipation, 64 

The Poet's Indolence, 66 

The Motto of Muflelburgh, ' " 67 

The Integrity of a Feeling Heart, 68 

To the Magiftrates of Muffelbuirgh, on my 
Dining with them, and receiving the Free- 
dom of the Town,— after writing a Lu- 
dicrous Defcription of that place, which 
I have thought proper to fupprefs, yi 

C c 2 Introduftory 



a04 CONTENTS OF VOL* 11. 

Pag 
IntroduAoiy Vcrfes to the Kelfo Chronide-; * 7 

The Poet's Simplicity. To > 'i; 

To Delia, -7 

Written on a Window, 7 

To the Gentlemen of the Mufical Society in 

Kelfo, on their refolving to exclude the 

Ladies from their Concerts, * 8 

'Tis Happy We Differ! 1 o , Efq. S 

To the Writers on Glafs, Written in an Inn. 8 

Infancy, 8 

The Impotence of Merit. To a Friend. 9 

The Creed of Charity. To a Bigot. y, 

Heal Love Invincible by Abfence, 10: 

The Fair ^toic, 10, 

A Common Cafe with Me and Others, 10; 

Written in the Palace of Holyroodhoufe, at 

Edinburgh, lol 

To Delia, drefled in White, hef favourite ' 

Colour, I] 

Tc 



CONTENTS OF VOL, H. 105 
>. : Page 

To Delia, ;./ 113 

To the Same, - - 1 15 

To a Lady. One of my beft Friends, 117 

To the Tweed, 119 

To Saphira, 121 

Anna Boleync to King Henry VIII. 125 

The Male Coquette, 134 

Medley, A Charadler. 139 

To the Cockade, 145 

To my Dog, 148 
An Apology for the Title of Triftes in 

Verfe. To Mr . 149 

The Author's Criticifm on his Writings, 152 

The Author's Refolution to Publilh, 156 
To thofe Bencfaftors who have exerted 
themfelves in promoting the Subfcrip- 
tion for the Trifles in Verfe, and to 

the Subfcribers in general, 158 



2o6 CONTENTS OF VOU II. 

Page 
A Farewell to the Girl of my Heart, 163 

A Temporary Farewell to the Mufes, 166 

Written at Lamlalh, in Arran, 168 

Written at Lamlaflii in Arran, 170 



CON- 



CONTENTS 

OF 

VOLUME THIRD. 





Page 


To Delia, 


I 


To Delicacy, 


4 


Written in the Ship Jamaica, 


5 


To my Fellow Paffengers in the 


; Jamaica, 7 


Written in the Jamaica, 


IQ 


To Delia, 


'3 


Written in the Jamaica, 


15 


To Delia, 


17 


To a Friend, 


18 


To a Flying Fifli, 


20 


Written in the Jamaica, 


22 


To the Fowls in the Hen-coop, 


23 


Written at Sea, within fight of 


Hilpaniola, 27 




To 



ao8 CONTENTS OF VOL. III. 

Page 
To myfcif, 29 

Extempore. To Mr . 31 

The Fallibility of Opinions formed of Men's 
Abilities at Fir ft Sight, 32 

Extempore. To Mr . 36 

To Mr An Would-be Wit. tb. 

To Mr — — «-. A Coxcomb, 37 

To Lieutenant > 38 

A Solitary Evening Meditation, 40 

To the Sagacious and Candid Author of the 
Criticifni on the Verfcs written at Lam- 
lafli, in Arran, Oftober 3. 1783, 42 

To the Author of the Verfes (figned) An 

Englifhwoftian, 49 

Refleflions in the Woods near Stoneyhill Bar- 
racks, St. Andrew's, Jamaica, 53 
To the Fair Readers of the Kelfo Chronicle, 60 
To a Young Gentleman, of a very amiable 
(iirpofition, but deformed in his perfgn, 63 

To 



CONTENTS OF VOL. III. 209 

Page 
To the Packet in Sight, 64 

On my being difappointed of Letters by the 

Packet, 67 

On being Awaked from a Pleafant Dream, 
by the drums beating the long roll for a 
Field-day, yt 

To Recolleftion 72 

To the Worthy Members of the European 

Club, 74 

Extempore. To . 79 

Fancy, 80 

May-day, 82 

After the Marnier of Cunningham, 87 

Extempore. To a Phyflcian, in the charac- 
ter of a Patient to whom he bad prefcri* 
bed Afles milk. 89 

Impromptu. To a Young Lady pretending 
to love in the Platonic ftile. 90 

Vol. III. ^d W 



210 CONTENTS OF VOL. HI. 

Page 
Impromptu. To a Wafp, which I had kil- 
led, after flinging me, 9I 
To a Young Lady, who did me the honour 
of dancing with me at an Aflembly, 
June 4. 1783, 93 
To Imagination, 9^ 
To the Bible Society, 97 
Lothario to Califta, ih, 
Nancy's Charms, A Song to be fung bjj <i 

Friend of mine. 102 

The Village-Maid : or, the Soldier's Incon- 

ftancy. A Song for . 10^ 

Self-Examination, i 05 

Twelve Months after Parting, 107 

On the prefent Unhealthy Weather, and the 
Sudden Death of a very amiable Young 
Lady, ** ^ 109 

To Dabblers in Rhyme, no 



To 



CONTENTS OF VOL. III. 2tli 

Page 
To the Memory of Shenftone, 1 15 

On Viewing a Print of Holyroodhoufe at 

Edinburgh, 1 18 

To a MeiTenger, who had loft, betwixt 
Kingfton and btoneyhill, a Letter for me 
from a Friend in Britain, I2I 

Song, 122 

To Prudence, 124 

Tola Lizard, 130 

The Reafonable Lover. A Song. 132 

Written in Jamaica, in the Rainy^ Seafon, 

1784, 134 

On fome Ladies taking Offence at a Copy 

of Verfes of mine, 135 

Written in Jamaica, in the Dog-days. To 

a Friend 136 

A Doni-ffay Prayer, 139 

A Prnycr, 141 

D d 2 On 



2X2 CONTENTS OF VOL. III. 

Page 
On Difcontent, 143 
A Song, 145 
A Shrewd Remark, 147 
To Florella, 130 
Liberty too late ! A Tale. 131 
To Florella, 158 
To the Same, 159 
To the Qjieen Charlotte Packet-boat, get- 
ting under weigh for England, f 60 
To Vanifla, 162 
To the Same, 163 
Song, ib. 
To the Sun, ^164 
Extempore, 166 
A Soldier's Song, 167 
A Vindication of the Pi'efent Age, 169 
Song, 177 

Almaflk 



CONTENTS OF VOL. Ill, 213 

Page 

Almaffa Ali Cawn to the High and Mighty 
Servant of the Moft Powerful Prince, 
Gecrge King of Great Britain, 179 

On perufing a Plan of Education propofed 

by a very Great and Learned Man, 184 

Surg, 190 



From the ZXxiion JPrefu, 

Mar. 21. 1785. 



FINIS. 



y 



THE NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 
RBFBRBNGB DBPARTMBNT 



lis book M under no oiroomstAnoes to be 
taken from the Building 



z \ 



.S..^' 



t*;^-' 



•^.■>^- 



